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Vox. I. Page 5. line 6. for prevent read preſent, 
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laſt line, for bid read bade. 


Vor. II. Page 64. line 4th from the bottom, for 
ruſtic ay read ruſtic lay, P. go. 1, 11. for babble 
read bauble. 
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Air hail, SUBscrIPTION! tis to thee we owe 7 
The plenteous fruits, which from invention grow. 
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Without thy aid, full oft the toiling barg 
Would loſe unpitied his deſerv'd reward, | 
. And genius hape in the cave of night, 

Nor once look forward! to the damm of light z — 
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So from the lofty rock, that threats the ſky, 
The coaxing eagle tempts her young to fly, 
And ſhould they ſhrink, upon her back ſhe'll bear 
The little tremblers through the deep of air, 
Till by degfees recover'd from their fright, 
They with their parent dare an equal flight, 


Severe his lot—his lot ſevere indeed, 

Whole ftars compel him in the hour of need 

To write for bookſellers: for thoſe he woos, 

With awkward ſuit, the coy, reluctant muſe, 

For thoſe is doom'd ia range, affected ſtyle, 

Or dull natration hiſt'ry to compile, 

Elle in romance, with idle notions fiaughty. > 

To tumble round and round the wire of thought, 

His joyleſs time in tedious vigils wears, 

His all the drudg'ry—all the profit theirs. ; 
when i 


When in the Eaſt the ſun exalts his horn, 
And active mounts the rapid wings of morn, 
Till eve begins her twilight to diffuſe, 

And genial clouds drop down the fat'ning dews, 
Muſt the world-weary, penſive author write, 
Nor ceaſe his labors till the depth of night. 
For whom—for what—for a vile race of men, 
And ſmall acknowledgment, he holds che pen. 
Satire | how much thy abſence I regret! © 
Forgive I may, but can't—I can't forget. 


Not half fo wretched are the flaves who toil 
For Chriſtian traders ia a diſtant ſoil, 
Who there, like brutes, are daily bought and fold, 
Inhuman trafic! for accurſed gold. 


As much the ſons of liberty as we ! 
5 B 2 | Shall 


Shall tyrant cuſtom, nature's law invade, 

And leagu'd with int'reſt juſtify the trade? 
Juſtice, to which moſt dear regard is due, 
Muſt that be quaſh'd to gratify the few ? 

As well the highwayman to ev'ry purſe 

May claim a right, becauſe tis his by force. 
Go thou ! who wouldft adopt this dev'liſh plan, 


And make no diff*rence twirt 2 brute and man, 


Deteſted wretch ! who, for the ſake of pelf, 
Wouldſt damn mankind, and even damn thyſelf, 
All tender ties, all ſocial order cruſh, 

Hence to thy cloſet—hence, and learn to bluſh ! 
Go! ſeek humanity—her path explore— 
Nature will guide thee—but religion more. 

TH indignant muſe, perhaps, in future time 
May laſh, and all good men condemn the crime. 
an All 
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All hail, SUBSCRIPTION | for tis thine to pour 
The ray of comfort o'er the ſpringing flow'r 
Of infant genius—it is thine to guard, 
With watchful eye, the bloſſoms of the bard. 
Cheer'd by thy kindly warmth, they thrive apace, 


And each new day preſent a newer grace, 


SUBSCRIPTION, hail ! nor let the tongue of fame 
Mutter one ſland'rous accent o'er my name. 
Let her not raſhly ſtigmatize the mode, 
Since greater far than I purſue this road. 
In point of meanneſs—who deſerves the ſneer, 
The begging poet, or the begging peer? 
Tho? hard, much harder is the poet's fate, 


Not meaner he than mendicants of ſtate. 


When yenal candidates of narrow ſoul 8 . 


Intreat your votes, your intereſt and poll, 


Join 


1 
1 
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| 
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Join un-abaſh'd the rudeſt ranks of life, 

And hug the cobler, and the cobler's wife, 
When ſuch tall men beneath their ſtate deſcend, 
(Then moſt a foe, when each ſeems moſt a friend} 
Say, gentle reader ! where's the mighty crime 


In this petition, from a man of rhyme ? 


One trifling diff*rence, worthy ſome regard, 
Exiſts between the candidate and bard. 

Tis only this the one forgets his word, 
And one remembers benefits conferr'd, 


What! tho' the numbers of my lowly lay 
To ears refin'd no ſwelling ſound convey, 
Some ſoft pathetic note perchance may fall, 
And charm the few, altho' it charm not all. 
Whilſt the blithe Jark expands his lofty wing, 
And makes the ſky with nobler muſic ring, 
Amidſt 
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Amidſt the buſhes humbly pereh'd.at ee. 
Yet ſure the wren, the little wren way pleaſe. 
When firſt 1 touch'd the lyre in early days. | 
The erities liſten d, and vouchſaf d their praiſe; = 

At my young efforts with good nature ſmil'd, 
And deem'd my fancy natural, tho' wild. 
Whene'er they blam'd, well-leas'd | ſtrove to mend, 
Each cenfure was the cenſure of a friend. | 
And will they now. at one-rude touch deſttoꝝ 
This little all, this remnant of my joy 3 

So ſoon retard my progreſa, and. fo foan 
Diſ-chord that harp themſelves have put in tune? 
Then farewell all thoſe fancies of the brain, 
That, like an opiate, lull'd tha ſenſe of pain, 
With mirth's fair faw'rets fill'd my pleaſant way, 
And made the winter of misfortune gay. 


But 


viii DFA | 


But from the Aonian mount ſhould I be driv'n, 
Still muſt I turn toward the poet's rn 6 
Turn and look back for when tremendous death 
Of late ſtood grim to catch my parting breath, 
And ſteep'd my temples in his cold, damp dews, 
My only comfort was the SActzD Muss. 


SUBSCRIPTION |! hail again! from thee alone 
What ſchemes imperfe& have 220 perfect grown 
From thy ſupport what hoſpitals ariſe! Fant: 
Thou hear'ſt the widow's and the orphan's cries, - 
Bid'ſt the rough ſtorm of rude misfortune ceaſe, 
And ſorrow's bed become the bed of peace. 


Nor is this all — for in a large degree 
Our very paſtimes are ſuſtain'd by thee. (44+ 5" 
Hence is compil'd with more than common care 


That learned work—the Sporting Calendar. 
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The greateſt—ſmalleſt names, that mark the age, 


Appear prefix'd to dignify the page. 
Would it-not therefore argue much more ſenſe, _ 


Like Tuting, | and like Fawconer *, to commence 


A horſe-fleſh author, than to earn my bread 


By writing moral lines, which few will read. 
Then ev'ry critic cur might I deride, 

Whilſt full $ub/cription roll'd its broadeſt tide. 
Exult, ye happy, ſcientific pair! 

Like you few poets, few hiſtorians fare. 
Illuſtrious twins ! in your records we ſee 

The utmoſt conſequence of pedigree. e 
Not with more nice correctneſs can we trace 

In pariſh regiſters the Chriſtian race. 

But how are all things warp'd from their intent, 
'To anſwer purpoſes that ne'er were meant 


| | Was 
® Editors of the Sporting Calendar, 
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Was not the horſe, the gen'rous horſe deſign'd 
To exerciſe, divert, and ſerve mankind ? 
Thanks to the grand refiners of the times, - 
Behold him now the inſtrument of crimes | 
Pſhaw ! what are eximes—that in theſe gallant days 
Lead on to riches, and in courſe to praiſe, 

Tho” they condemn plebeians to a cord, 

(So faſhion wills) they're virtues in a lord. 
Kingdoms of old (if right the poet fings) 

Adopted all the morals of their kings. 

Or vice or virtue in the ſubjects breaſt 

ROYAL EXAMPLE ever ſtood confeſt, 

Would ey'ry Briton but this maxim own, 

And nobly ſtrive to copy from the throne, 

Virtue ence more throughout the realm would ſmile, 
And prove the firmeſt bulwack to vr ſe 
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SUBSCRIPTION, oncemore hail !—hail and farewell ! 
Tho! on thy praiſe much longer could I dwell. 
Depriv'd of thee would Brindley plod in vain ; 
Thou draw'ft the water from his dropſy'd brain 
And through thy bounty, rarely known to fail, 

He ſinks the mountain, and uplifts the vale, 
Pervades the rock, and (wond'rous to declare!) 
With rolling rivers almoſt drowns the air. 

Since thus through thee this engineer purſues 

The navigable plan his fancy brews, 

Thanks to my friends—all thanks—who at my call 
Subſeribe to this poetical canal, 

And tho' no barges down its current float, 

J hope at leaſt they'll find a pleaſure- boat. 
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Mock INvocAaTION 


TO. 


Now ſolicit not the muſes nine, 
| Terpfichore jig-dancing, Clio fam d 
) For bold romance in hiſtory, or thee, _ 

Goddeſs land-meaſuring, Thalia call'd : 

Nor thee, Euterpe | do I ſupplicate, 
 "Flute-am'rous virgin, or that other mad. 
u 


2 A Mock InvocaTioN 


Erato hight, renown'd for wanton tale 
Riſi-ferous, or lively ſong jocoſe. 

Urania too J leave, ſtar-gau ing fair, 

And dear Cale, who firſt produc'd 
Harmoniods bag-pipe, cauſing ev'ry chi ad | 
In Scotland's dreary region to rejoice ; 

And thee, Melpomene ! with blubber'd face, 
I quit diſdainful g neither will I pay, 


Hymn-ſinging methodiſt, of phiz demure, 
Oh Polyhymnia / one ſalute to thee ! 
| Sooner I'd kneel unte the abr b nine 
Alike perfe&tion'd, the? a'virgin's name 
| They cannot boaſt—to hbrnpipe-loving Moll; - 
Nymph of the blackeſt eyes where all ny” 
Born in ſome viſto lending to the ſtreet 
Expanſive of Saint Gitrz=or unto thee 

I'd 
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Id caches bend, Oh ballad-learned quean, 
 Amber-hait'd See ! thee, whoſe twanging voce 
Hath often ſop'd the drayman, and his dray. 
Or ſooner well I ſeek relief from Nel, 
Town-tramping, oyſter-Jaden—or from thee, 
Soap-lath'ring Beſs, the chief of all thy train, 
Great miſtreſs of the wathing-wib, well-fkill' 


In friction ambi-dext'rous. Ye, my fair 


Ye firſt ſhould have my vows, green vendent P 
(Than whom none ſooner decks the verdant fall 
With fruit cucumerous) and ſhrimp-crown'd Dy, 
In alehouſe well- agniz d, with brawny- June, 
Who conſtant plies the market, baſket-arm'd. 
Nor leſs doth *deep<mouth'd, piſcatory Kate, 
' (Whole votet is mttedy through u the ebm 
Of Billingſsats, admit d for frow of words 

And 
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And well-tim'd oratory, far beyond 
Whate'er St, Stephen's clamant ſons can boaſt) 

z Or brick-duſt Nan attract my due regard. 
But theſe I not invoke—for at thy ſhrine 
Alone, Oh Gznivs! do I * devout 
With galligaſkins ponds that never yet. 
Needed the aid of duſt-expelling bruſh. 


Whateꝰ er in future I preſume to write 
Adventurous—or grand majeſtic ode 
| Of import lofty, or the tender ſong 
| Dulci-ſonant—or whether on the plain 
L Of panegyric ſmooth, with daiſies pied, 
My lays I frame, or tread the thorny rohd 
That leads to where rough ſatire lifts her rod 
Thrice dipt in brine—be ready to my aid, 

Thou 


ö 
| 
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Thou great original -in each attempt 

Do thou legitimate each baſtard thought ! 

Teach me the bellows of thy forge to blow 

With ſkill ſuperior, and redoubled force, 
Super-oulanian—ſo the mounting ſparks 

Of fire-eyed Fancy ſhall pregent their charms, $' 
And on thine anvil ſhall I hammer out 

The thought chaotic to prefulgid form. 


T would not be correct that were to wh 
The Lord Chief Juſtice Critic of his due. 
"Tis his alone to judge—'tis his to t 
Thy literary meal—ta give the food 
Shouldſt thou omit, rath famine would enſue, 
For want of accuracy art thou deem F 


Culprit inglorious, What ! art thou to ſtop 
C When 
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When tame correctneſt bids thee--then changecloaths, 
And let the MASTER to the hf, yield. 
No keep thy mettle—like a calt unbroke 
Run forth at large diſtance the ſons of art 
Dropſy'd with pride, and ſhew the bungling train 
Thou haſt a ſpirit never to be tame. 
Let not the dons, in academic lors 7 
Pre-eminent, with ſupercilious brow 
Exit amain, and deem thee all their own 
Great ubiquarian /—for in garret vile 
(Whoſe walls with Arachbatan tapeſtry, 
Shaming the fineſt gauze, are hung ſuperb, 
Light- floating here reſides the man obſcure, 
Of mind enlarg'd—yhote hard uncurtain'd bed, 
Tho' lin'd withflock, contentmentſtrews with down) 
Have I not known thee, in good-natur' hour, 
| Hold 


To Genivs, _ 


Hold conference ſublime ? Deſcending thence 
To alehouſe ſnug, have I not ſeen thee fit 
With ragged pupils, and with theſe imbibe 
Care- ſoothing porter, and enjoy the tube 
Teniferous ? If ſuch thy humour ſweet, 

And condeſcenſion mild, perhaps in time 

(Oh thought of rapture!) thou mayſt viſit us. 


/ 


C2 THE 
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| clime to clime the roving reſtleſs muſe, * 
As pilot Fancy leads, her path purſues, - 

Her active mind diſpoſes her to roam 

For ſhe'd be hyp'd, if ſhe remain'd at home; 

Nor could the tincture- monger HII L reſtore” - 

That ſtrength of ſpirits ſhe poſſeſs d before. 


Oft on the mountain's brow ſhe ſtands ſublime, - 
And reads the long prophetic rolls of time ! 
Deſcend- 
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| Deſcending thence into the verdant vale, 

She frames the rural ſong, the rural tale; 
The ſong, the tale, beneath ſome rural ſhade, 
To pleaſe the rural ſwain, the rural maid ; 
Then from the meadow culls a poſied ſtore, | 
And culls, and culls, till ſhe can cull no ;nore. 
Anon ſhe ſits beſide ſome ſilver fiream, 
Whimpers in taſte, and Damon is her theme, 
Invokes ſweet Eccho to repeat the ſtrain, 
And wind it through the alt- but all in vain 3 
For to ſuch lifeleſs tame da eapoc dead, 
And grown quite weary, Eccho's gone to bed. 
Periſh thoſe ſtrains, with florid nonſenſe fraught, 
The dreams of love, and lullabies of thought. 
A vale's a vale, a hill is but a hill, | 
Let colouriſts adorn them as they will, 
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Peace to all ſuch-when Nature ſhews het face 
Radiant with nought but her own native grace, 
How like a vitgini doth the charm the fight, 

And fill the ſenſe with raptutous delight! 

But when vile dards, from coxcomb Fanty's ſtore, 
Have trimm'd and areſs d her like a common whore, 
The beauteous goddeſs is no longer known, 

For art has chang'd each feature from het own. 
Diſdaining this, be outs to range the heath, 

And form a gay, Knick-knackatory wreath ; 

A wreath, which he who onee has learn'd to twine 
May fit, and ſnap his fingers at the Nine, 


Of that vaſt tow'ring ornament of hair, 
Which judges, counſel, and no-counſel wear, 
(Thro! which deceit oft blinks with artful eyes, 
And grins in ſecret at the grave diſguiſe, 
8 With 
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With which attornies dignify the face, 

Grown up to-devils imps from babes of grace, 
Deaf to the tender pleadings of diſtreſs, / 
Diſgraces to the ſtudy they profeſs, 

Curs'd with low min, and with ly pretence, 
Which they, like many fools, miſtake for ſenſe, 
Who to themſelves each good fat cauſe reſerve, 
And nobly feaſt on't, while their clients ſtarve, 
Thoſe peſts, from whom unnumb'red ills accrue, 


Who fix diſhonour on the wor THY FEW). 


I fing undaunted, - panting to explore 
A path to Helicon unknown before. 


Of that, vaſt tow'ring ornament of hair, 
Which real doors, and quack-doQors _— | 
(So ſmall. the diff 'rence, one can ſcarcely tell 
Which of the two means either ill: or well, | 
So 
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So ſmall the diff*rence, fools are-nothing loam 
Either to truſt, but wiſe men ſhin em both) 
I ſing undaunted, panting to explore 

A path to Helicon unknown before. 


Of that vaſt tow'ring ornament of halt. 
Which nidas; biſhoys, and arch-biſhops wear,” et 
That awful effort to their mount of fame 
That rev'rend badge, which all the clergy claim, 
(Mongſt whom, of rectors multitudes we fing 
To their officiates ſo profuſely kind. 

That from an income, ample as the ſoul 

Of man can wiſh, ſo kind that from the whole 
The annual ſum of twenty pounds they give, BIT 

"T6 breathe on that on which. they cannot live) - 

I ſing undaunted, . panting to explore 

A path to Helicon unknown before. 


GENrus! 
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* 


Gxx1vs! do thou affiſt my daring lay, 
New robes put on to grace me on my way. 
Oh! let me bes es Mn hues ape Many. 
Freſh as a new-coin'd ſixpence from the mint, 
And let her ſparks, tho? ſparkling from a ſtone, 
Kindle a torch to-blaze me to renown. 
| Ts this too much ? Then grant another aid, 
Lend me thy laſt new wig my brows to hade, 
To cover warm imagination's ſhell, 
And hatch the poem that will greatly ULT. 
Affiſt my emprize=elſe the letter d bang 
Will ſigh, will fob, will ficken thro' the. ll. 
See ſupplicating bards around thy ſhrine, 
The choiceſt group that ever turn'd a line! 
The bard of love, with tears who wets his lays, 
The bard of ſatire, and the bard of praiſe, 
3 . | = vn 
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Folly's pert brat, the laughing child of fun, 
The thing of rebus, and no thing of pun; 
As well the builder of the lofty rhyme, © 
As the corrector of acroſtic timo, 
As well the factor of a birthday ode, 
As the twin rival of the Grubftreet mode, 
As well thoſe nice, thoſe ef vl kind of men, 
Who from a filver ftandiſh draw their pen, 
As thoſe, who from an inkhorn write for hire, 
And cook their dinner by the Muſes fire: 
All, all kneel ſupplicant around thy thrine, 
And aſk the poem of the ig divine. 


By the ſage buckle of the lawyer's tye, b 
The foretop nodding o'er the biſhop's eye | 


By that grave, folemn, formal buſh of hair, 
Which Galen wore not, tho! his baſtards wear | 
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By that ſurpriſing grizzle bob, which they 
Put on to look unnaturally grey | 


Before their time ! By that amazing wig ' ' 

In which */quire Gallipot 8 ſo big, 

And by the Tyburn top of modern make, 

That fo diſtinguiſhes the city rake ! 

By that white ſwelling of enormous paſte, ' | 

Which Ludgate mercers wear, and think it taſte! 

(Thoſe Rif-neck'd ſtatues, ſo preciſe and prim, 

As if *twas criminal to move a limb; 

Thoſe male, thoſe female, thoſe ambiguous Studs, 

With ſuch hermaphrodite; unmeaning features, 
One LOT not male, or female which to call, 

They're both, they're either, and yet none at _ | 

By each large, pompous, ſcientific lock, 7 

That winds ſuch meaning round the head of Rock ! 

e BY 
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By the cork bob, that ſits ſo ſnug and tight. 
| Whoſe light formation wraps a head as light, 
Let me conjure thee to aſſiſt my ſong 
By theſe, and all the blocks to which theſe Wigs belong! 


'Tis done—and Fancy now begins to roll 
Her bounding ſurges o'er my bounding foul, 

And, as her tides impetuous pour along & 
Each muſcle ſwells, and ev'ry nerve grows ſtrong, - 
My heart ſprings high, uplifted from its throne, | 
And aſks a body greater than my wm. 


Now frown, fr critic, in your padded chair, 
Toſs back your foretop with a claffic air. 
Spit forth your foam, and call the-ſubje& low, 
Ourſelf is proof againſt a vulgar foe. | 


our 


— 


1 
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Ourſelf can raiſe. (for be k known we e?ê0 
As good, nay better wig than thine to wear) 
Ourſelf can raiſe, in ſpite of critic laws, 
Legions of ſhavers to ſupport our cauſe, 

To join our party reſolutely warm, 
And firm as barbers poles againſt a ſtorm. 


O thou ! whoſe fertile comprebenfive mind. 
The graceful peruke daringly deſign d, 

(Whether thy ſoft, melodious ſpirit kings, 5 

On mount ſtar-erown'd, or dances round the rings 
Of dlithe Titania, queen of fairy land, 

Tripping by moonlight with her antic band, 

Or floats with wing muſk-dropping thro* the airs 
For ever pomder d, and for ever fair, + 55 
Or with ſome ſweat ambroſial Naiad dreams, FELT 
Lali d by the lapſe of wiſhy-waſhy ſtreams) 


To 
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To thee men owe, thou ſon of ancient tine. 
The wig in proſe- ta mo the wig in Thiim · 
. 
But he, who. gave it, moſt deſerves our love, . 
Th' ingenious wight, who firſt the ruſſa ſram d. 
Ought ſure on publio record to be nam'd, 
Prior to him, who far enlarg'd the plan, 

And gave the ſhirt, the wholeſome ſhirt to man; 
For had that hint ne'er ſtarted into-birth, - +, - 
We ſtill had wander'd ſhirtleſs o'er the cart, 
Engliſh and Scotchmen, whereſoc'er they ar, 
In this reſpect had been upon a par. 1 


Why droops my brother learned in the law, 

Expert to find, und cke to make aflaw!. r 
Why fande that furly feold abaſh'd with fears 
That lein diRtator to 3 5 ea, | 


g Form'd 
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Form'd with rare parts each cauſe to make or mar, 
That leader, and that bully of the bar! 
That croſs examiner „ ſtudious to confound 
An upright witneſs on the lighteſt ground! 
That boneſt man (Bone honeſter can be) 
Who ne'er was known to take a double fee | 
Thinkſt thou, my learned brother, that I mean 
On thee to dart one arrow of wy ſpleen ! 

Nay, prithee frown not thus, nor look ſo big, 

J ſhall-not hurt one: chene Schby wig. „ 
Thy name alone would blaſt my riſing muſe. 


2 


_—_ EE Rand,” 
Holding the brief of freedom in his hand! 
Whoſe rare, extenſive knowledge of the law, 
Leads him to turn the ſprings of er iy eau, 
5 | Who, 


* 
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Who, not content with ſuperficial ſtore/, 
Drinks deep at learning's fount, and thirſts for more; 
Whoſe worth, like gold enclos'd within the mine, 
Long reſted, doom d in its own ſphere to ſhine, 
Whom faction cannot awe, nor lucre win 
Who loves this character, muſt honour GLYN.. 
Turn we aſide to yon flow ſolemn prig· 
Deck'd with a huge 8 of wig, 
Curl above curl aſcending——— 
Who fills the Change with all that pomp and ſtate, 
As if, like , he was fix'd as fate, - . 
Who would not think, from his Nernal pride, 
That wealth to him roll'd down her golden-tide;; 
And that the wheels of credit, ruſty grown, 
Turn'd glibly forward by his means alone! 
Deluding thought ! for CI vis, whelm'd in debt, 
Trembles each time at reading the gazette : 

3 But 
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But for the preſent {wells into applauſe 


Aſk you the reaſon Why, his wig's the cauſe, 
Had it not been for this egregious ſhow, 
Th' impoſtor would have fail'd fore years ago. 


In former days, when mortals wore their hair, 
Or, bare, vere not aſham'd of being bare, 
Then native Eloquence, in all ſhe faid, - 
Commanded awe without external aid; 
And villains, bated ri ap imine; 
Stood mute, and ſhudder'd at her ſearching word. 
But then, alas | was no diſtintion known, +. 
For heads of hair the cottage and the throne - - -- 
Equally mark d, and, view'd by vular , 
The fool ſometimes look'd wonderfully wife, - 
Who ſeek to gain due praiſes from their pen, 


My 
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My deity I ſummon, knowing this 
Who write without, will always write amiſs) ) 
This the great #/5g-woy faw, and ſaw with pain, 
For much the remedy perplex'd his brain. 

Long time he mourn'd, in pity to mankind, 

And thus pour'd forch the troubles of his mind: 


« How fong ſhall this equality remain? © 
4 How long Mall hair the hero and the ſwain 
« Charadterize alike! Shell men be known, 

«= And be diſtinguiſh'd, for their ſenſe alone | 

<« What! Mall the poet gain immortal praiſe, 

« Merely becauſe he moſt deferves the bays ! > 

. And ſhall the lawyer reap the moſt applauſe, * 

«© Merely becauſe he beſt expounds the laws 1 

<< Shall he, who ſav'd the ſabjeCt of a town, 

« No badge diſplay beſide the civic crown! | 
33 4e Shall 
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« Shall he, whodar'd his conqu'ring ſword unſheath, 
« Be honour'd only with a laurel wreath | : 
«© Some means muſt be devis'd to give a grace, 
« And ſtamp a conſequence upon the face; 
«© To fill each feature with majeſtic air, 
„ To ſtrike with awe, and make the rabble ftare : 
« Depriv'd of outward gravity, of courſe 
&« Half of fine arguments loſe half their force. 
« This to prevent, my taſk is to prepare 
c An ample Something from collected hair; 
«© What name to give this thing when brought to light, 
« Lies deeply buried in the womb of night. 
But much I ween this Something, when 'tis made, 
«© By due degrees will ſwell into a trade, 
“And will not only human pates adorn, 
ut feed the mouths of thouſands yet unborn.” 
So 
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So ſaying, to the earth he bow'd his head, 
And, for the ſake of thinking—went to bed. 
Thus have I ſeen the man of thought profound 
Sit with his eyeballs fix'd upon the ground, 
And, as the flood of ſentinient grew deep, 
Nod for a while, and then fall faſt aſleep; 
When, ſtarting from his temporary 4 
Wherein he ponder'd on his lofty theme, 
The pen he'd ſeize ! each mighty hint ſet down ! 
Print his work boldly, and alarm the town ! 
Which proves, beyond the ſhadow of a doubt, 
Projectors firſt ſhould nap—then ſleep it out, | 


Now might I ſing the praiſes of the bed, 
How much it ſtrengthens and improves the head; 
What ſchemes are form'd for future aQtion there, 
How ſome dees and more diſſolve in air; 
How 
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How mem'ry fits a ſtraddle o'er the brain, 
And backward rides at large without a rein, 
The ſports of childhood fondly muſing o'er, 
When all was mirth, or if a tear but fell, 
'Twas quickly wip'd away, and all was well; 
To mind ane maſter, and his taſk to learn; 
That done, to indulge the remnant of the day, 
To put his little cap on, and to play, 
When with new fancies he'd his time beguile, 
And even a farthing-whiſtle made him ſmile; 
When ſleep unaſk'd prepar'd his eaſy bed, 
Nor brought her horrid dreams to vex his head, 
Reſerving thoſe, the foremoſt in her van, | 
To plague that guilty monſter call'd a Man 
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But this would prove a hiſtory tao ſal, 
Fatigue each bard, and make each critic mad. | 
Day roll'd on day, and night ſucceeded night, 
Whole years had wing'd their everlaſting flight, 
Ere Wig-way's vaſt mechanic ſtretch of thought. 
This wondrous wonder to perfection brought. -- 
Mean while, earth's kings to death refign'd their pride, 
Stateſmen and coblers, wits and dunces, died; 

The knave, the fool, the coward, and the bold, 
Shar'd the ſame fate, and Time himſelf caught cold, 
Az well he might, when one. poor lock of hair 

Was all he had to ſhield a pate ſo bare. 

At length twas finiſh'd, and the race of man, 

As if inſpir'd, ſcem'd conſcious of the plan. 

All nature ſmil'd--but not on earth alone, (3's 


E 


Joy reach'd the ſkies, joy fill'd Olympus throne. 
obs With 
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With quicker ſpirits, and with brighter ray, 
1 nnd burailiidiop die.dhy; 

Cynthia too, ſhining with uncommon light, 
Wrapt her beſt mantle round the waiſt of Night, 
2Twixt Jove and Juno all things 'wereappeas'd, 
For Joes and Juno both-alike-ivere plens'd. 1 -/.. 
Nay Pallas ſmil'd, for Pallas lov'd'the whim, - 
And Vulcan caper'd with his broken limb. 

Gay. Venus chuckl'd when the news was brought, 4 | 
And Mars fore damn him”, 'twasalucky thought ; 
So pleas'd theſe. laſt, that from the reſt they broke, 
Retir'd in private, and enjoy d the joke. | |. _ /; 
That pleaſing feaſt of fancy being done, 
Thus ſpoke the godhead with an air of fun; | 
«© O queen of charms]! now plainly do I ſee, 


That artful Mig-uag ſtole his hint from thee. 
4 He 


6 He ſaw thee'bithing in the Paphian grobe, 
„ And plaun'd his wig from thy fair ſeat of love, / 


Now direoominodons and debates aroſe, — - 
So fierce—their godſhips almoſt went to blows. 
Rehearſe, O muſe ! the great, important cauſe, 

Be brief, and tell us what the quarrel was. 
What more than this—** JVhat name a thing ſo rare + 
(S likely to become the mode) fhould'bear” - 
Diſputes ran high, when Momus interpos d. 
Settled the queſtion, and the hubbub clos'd. 
e Syppoſe, ſaid he, to raiſe the maker's fame, 
© This thing retains one half the maker's name. 
„ Call it the The Wig they all reply, 
And Eccho, thro' the chambers of the ſky, 
Return'd the ſound Then peace reſum'd her reign, 
And, Silence beckoning, all was buſh'd again, 

80 
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So at ſome public meeting have I ſeen, 
When argument has turn'd into chagrin, 
When ev'ry word has tended to provoke, 
And the rude üſt been ready for a ſtroke, 
Some way ſtart up, and with harmonious lay 
Chace ey'ry feud and every frown away. 
Now, to ſecure the praiſes, he had gain d, 
An ample taſk for Hig-wag yet remain'd : 
For twas his taſk to end what was begun, 
As well he knew there were more heads than one. 


Each morning, ere the lark was heard to ſing, - 
Or n bee en wites | 
Ere yet the Sun's all- cheering eye of light 
Diſpell'd the ſolemn languor of the night, 
Exe yet the ſhepherd, in his cot of thatcb, | 
Crept to the doar, and lifted up the latch, _ 


Call'd 
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Call'd by the cock, prime herald of the day, 
«« He roſe to work, as if he roſe to play,” 
Lab'ring till night, when Sleep without ſurpriſe 
Tenderly wrapt her fillet o'er his eyes. 

O gentle Sleep ! with ev'ry bleffing fraught, 
Thou kind indulgent nurſe of infant thought 
Reſtorer of each weak diſtemper'd brain, 

Labour's ſoft cradle, and the grave of pain l 
Without thy ſweet, nocturnal balmy cure, 

The load of life what Being could endure! | 
Without thee ſoon the roſe of health would fade, 
Love's ſhining feature languiſh into ſhade, 
And Reaſon ficken, till, delirious grown, 

Dreadly convuls'd the tumbl@from her throne. = 


At length, with conſtant pow'r of manual pains, 
Join'd to a more than modern pow'r of brains, 


Our 
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Our engineer completed all his plan, 
To grace as well the ſtripling as the man. 
Fame blew her clarionet, and at the ſound 
Inſtant the ſons of earth conven'd around. 
High on 2 chair, which ſome a throne would call, 
Our hero ſat and over-look'd them all. 
Not with more ſolemn Agnity of face 
The maſter-maſon takes his noble place: 
Like him, he held a hammer in his hand, 
To bid the tongue lie mute at his command, 
On proper blocks, arrang d on either fide, 
His manufaQory he view'd with pride, | 
As conſcious that ſome future bard would breathe, 
And to his fame entwine a laſting wreath. 
Before him, curious emblems of his trade, 
In rows alternate, were diſtinctly laid. 
| | A finiſh'd | 
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A finiſh'd maſterpiece of art he wore, 
Type of deep ſkill, that manifeſtly bore 
The ſtamp of knowledge, hiding ev'ry fault 
(If fault there was) with ſceming depth of thought : 
Such a choice wig none ſince preſume to own, 
Or claim its right, but C——s alone. , 
Silence proclaim'd, he roſe and gravely bow'd— 
Then thus addreſs'd the many headed crowd: 
© Mortals! whate'er your rank, whate'er your name, 
“ Fond of your perſons, fonder till of fame, 5 
« See with what labour and what art are made 
«© Perukes adapted each to ev'ry trade, 
« Ev'ry profeſſion. Hence the man of law 
« Shall quote the precedent he never ſaw, _- 
<« And gain the hearer's credit. Hence, with head 
* (Tho! it may look a lump of living lead) 

« Re. 
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0 Replete with quirits, bis fortune he Mell raiſs, 
And ſhine the perfeft —=— of his days. 

<« Hence the young pulpiteer, grown old in fin, 
re With outward veil ſhall cloak his crimes within ; 
6 The ſtings of vice in boldeſt colours paint 
With all the ſeeming virtues of a ſaint, 

«© With fuch ſucceſs, his audience ſhall incline 
< To think him, like his doctrine, all divine, 

< Henee too {if I can propheſy aright) 

< Shall dull phyficians dull prefcriptions write, 
<« And felf-fufficient #*#5**++ ſhall dare 

« His fill with that of Sthemberg's to compare. 
But, oh vain thought! with equal impulence 
« May coxcomb Folly vie with fterling Senfe. 
« And now Jet esch, according to his views 

e In life, à decent proper perake chuſe : 


—_ 
—— og 


cc But 


TaC v2: 0.7. 0 


% But take eſpecial note ye touch not tha, 
« For that I made on purpoſe for a PAT T.“ 


He paus'd- and each, as various funey le, 
With rapture choſe a covering for his head. · 
Then with a ſhout they hail'd the founder's name, 
Departing, in conceit, much wiſer than they cane. 


But now, oh racking thought ! oh death to name 
Like yon old wig, all ral is my frame. 
And hark | the goflip winds inform the world 
My foul grows lank, and ev'ry thought's uncurPd, 
Oh! I could leap from off this vital ſtage, | 
And puff my ſoul out in a cloud of rage. 
The day is near, that inauſpicious day, 
When Wig-way's blaze of glory mult decay; 


For 
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For ſee the riſing fops debe ts wear, 
In en tals, chair various; heads of halt! 
Dupes to falſe taſſe, and ſtudiouſiy intent 
To force a curl that nature never meant; 


But moft thoſe trifling inſects of a day, 


Who, jaſt us atoms in the ſun- beams play, 


And ſhew the ſoldier only in their cloaths. 
Well —of all prigs, whom faſhion ever bred, 
The moſt diſguſtſul is the prig in red. 

Ah hat a ſight !—a ſciſſar - armed band 


Of motely dreſſers ſwarm throughout the land. 


Reſolv'd that perukes ſhall no longer grace 
The temples,” and give honour to the face, 
They frown. defiance, and they ſcorn to yield, 
All ſworn to die, or conquer in the feld. 


Ye ſons of Art! who weave the flowing curl, 
And the ſilk foldings of the cawl unfurl, 
(To whoſe rare ſkill, for all the wealth they get, 
The lawyer and phyicart amm in debt, 
To whom divines, the graveſt of the grave, 
Are bound as nuch for all the praiſe they have) 
Ariſe—be vigorous in your own defence, 
Maintain your title to pre-eminence, | b 
Ariſe—and to the fight undaunted go, 
Nor doubt a glorious conqueſt o'er the foe... 
Ariſe—and may the mighty voice I bear | 5 
Of Wig-wag ſounding from * azure ſphere, 
As mee thro? the candid air it rolls, 
Strike on your nerves, and ſwell —_ daring ſouls. 


Ariſe—exert your fortitude of heart, | 
And ſhew that Nature muſt ſubmit to Art. 
E THE 


8 


- PHE: 


+CORK SCREW. 


Elen vernal flow'r, that to the kiffing ſun 
Expands its boſom in the garden's bed, 

Or bends its neck io drink the holly brock, 
That murmurs on, till to a gradual calm. 

It ſmoothly glides and trills itfelf afleep, 

Let others pluck ; around Aranda's brow 

The wreath entwine, and hail her Queen of May. 
Her name and beauty lt the Jove-ftruck youth, 
Whoſe breaſt, till chen, ne'er felt poetic fie, 
In Magazine enrol, in ftanzas ſoft 
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As is the nymph he wooes, Be mitie the choice 
To ſing the Cork Screw, tho' in humble ſtrains. 


Thos benen emblem. of the line of ess 
Whether of Giver, bf of temperd Rincly - | + 
I graſp thee firm to my tranſporte® touch, | 
Alike thou'rt welcome ; for by thy kind aid 

The cork, that blazons in its coat of wax, 

1 pierce intrepid, and transfix the for, © 
That rudely bars the paſſage to my joys, . | 
Full in the centre, Then with nervous arm 8 
Complete the grip, and give the impriſon'd wine, 
Champagne, or Port, its liberty of air. tale 


Conſcious of thine ineſtimable uſe, 
Thee doth each toper, at the feſtive board, 
; | „ Friend 
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Friend of the vintage, carry in his pouch. 

And thee the Cambridge wits, exulting, hal; 
And they who breathe n claſſic air, 

As loud they quaif and fing, and bid good night 
To Homer's muſe, and Tully's moral page: 


But here bon I forget the jolly rogue, 
Whoſe thought firſt gave this engine to the world ? 
Hail to thy memory and tho old Time, | 
In his recording tablet, for thy name 
Has left a blank, yet ſhall the ſocial ſoul 
| With mirthful gratitude the gift admire, 
And drink one bumper in the donor's praiſe, 


- | A Tau- 


A 


' TANKARD of PORTER. 


T* foaming cup, Alon with mad'ning juice 
Of Gallic vines, to others taſte I leave. 

Why ſhould I ficken for exotic draughts, 5 

Since with kind hand domeſtic Ceres gives 

Potation more robuſt, —Repleniſh here— n 

Boy, take this honeſt Tankard—fill it high 

With buxom Porter, fuch as Hercules, _ * 

Was Hercules in being, would imbibe. 

Behold its pyramid of tow'ring froth, 


Brown as a nut, and ſparkling on the ſight, 
| Tho 
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. 'Tho? ſome prefer it white as Alpine ſnow, 
Or Cælia's milky orbs ! Encircled oft 
Amidft my jovial intimates, to her, 
Benignant Goddeſs of the Barley-mow, 
* Who ever guards, and ſwells the ſmiling ear, 
Her own libation let me offer up 
With thanks exulting, till I can no more. 
"Tis this enlivens the freetbinker's brain, 
Great bulwark of the Rebinbod debate 
By this he dares his florid argument, 
And pours forth unpremeditated tropes. 
How ſhall I ſpeak its praiſe ! This mental balm, 
To the deſponding chairman, vig'rous nurſe 
Of ſpirits warlike, to the ſoldier's breaſt 
Impenetrable ſteel, nerve of his nerves, 
And comfort to the ſailor in the ſtorm f 


Rouz'd 
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Rouz d from the lethargy of ſleeping thought, 
By Porter's fluid, the mechanic prates 
Of ſtate-connexions, as at night he ſits 
With ſmoke envelop'd over Trueman's Mild, 
Say ! is it he, who pleads for Britiſh freedom, 
This little monarch in his potent cups | 
Is't he, whoſe ample mind excurſiye roves 
To where the Pruſſian hero leads his troops 
Againſt united forces | This the man 
Who plans an expedition, lays down rules 
To ſettle politic concerns, and dares 
With ſage advice to dictate to a throne ? 
Grant it: but 'tis the Parter's manly tide 
That animates his organs, gives his tangue 
The liberty of ſpeech, his hollow thought 
Impregnates quick, and ſets his brain on fire, | 

| At 


44 


A Taxk ARD or PorTER, 


At rich-Hortenfio's table tho' thou'rt held 

In eſtimation cheap, thy charms to me 

Are not diminiſh'd ; for, ſecure from ills; 

I quaff thy ſalutif*rous ſtream, whilſt he, 

Sad ſlave to appetite that knows no bounds, 
Drinks in each glaſs th ' inflammatory gout, 

« And thouſand other ills that fleſh is heir to,” 


Can dear-bought Claret boaſt of ſervices 
With thine co-equal ? Or can Punch itſelf, 
However l or with Venman's rum, 
Or Aþbley's brandy, or Batzvinn "rack, 
High-priz'd, diffuſe hilarity like thine ! 
Abſurd — before the nodding Barley-fheaf 
The Gallic vine muſt bow, and Gallic butlers 
To the ſtout Bririſb drayman muſt give way. 


Now when the evening creeps with gradual ſtep, | 
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And wraps the day within her ſable ſhroud, 
Come, Tankard, to my hand, and with thee bring 
FF 
My nectar will I quaff, and fill the room 
With ſmoke voluminous, till nature nods, 


And ſeems to aſk the pillow's ſweet repoſe. 


THE 


ToBAcco STOPPER. 


Who of late the uſeful Cork Screw ſung, 

Wann and is prot rerkh 
Immortaliz'd the Tankard, now prepare 
Alike to magnify that engine ſmall, 
Tobacco Stopper hight, aſſociate fit 
For pipe-enamour'd toper. Bleſs'd with thee 
How careleſs does he fit, lolling at eaſe 
Acroſs the ſummit of contiguous chair. 
Through the dark alley of the curving tube 
The flavour of the burning weed he draws, 


And 
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And at each puff he teaches ev'ry cloud 

In what due poize to ride athwart the air, 

Or curl its ſpiral head. | Each little cloud 

In exaltation climbs the paper'd plain, 

Or horizontal ſwims along the room, 

Obedient to the blaſt, Virginian plant,” 

To duſt conſum'd, demands the preſſure light ; 

Then, with a phyz of gravity profound, 1 

His hand in pocket dives, where thou, perhaps, 

With pence of Birmingham art ſafely lodg di 

Toothpicks, and keys harſh-rattling on the ear, 
Haply he finds thee, Straight a ſudden ſmile, 
Caught from internal joy, ſerenes his brow, + 

Seen thro' the ſmoaky ſhade, 80 looks. the man 

Wrap'd in diſtreſsful thought, Misfortuge's fon, 

As thro' the Mall, for want of chop or flake,  - 

| He 
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He ſaunters at meridian; when perchance | 


- 


His roving eye on'Splendid Shilling lights. 


Begirt with many a friend, oft-times at eve, 
(Whether with Bacchas, painim-fabled god, 
The vine's'exhilarating flood I quaff 
With lips impurpled, or deſcend to drown 
My care-tir'd thoughts in porter's humble bath) 
Ol let me graſp thy waiſt, be thou of wood, 
Or levigated ſteel; for well 'tis known 
Thy habit is diverſe. In iron clad, 
Sometimes thy feature roughens to the ſight; . 
And oft tranſparent art thou ſeen in glaſs 
Portending frangibility. The ſon 
Of. lab'ring mechaniſm here diſplays 
Exuberance of ſkill. The curious knot, 

The motley flouriſh winding down thy ſides, 


Taz Tonacco SToPPER. 49 


And freaks of fancy pour upon the view 
Their complicated charms, and, as they pleaſe, 
Aſtoniſn. While with glee thy touch I feel, 

No harm my finger dreads, No fractur d pipe 
I aſk, or ſplinter's aid, wherewith to preſs 
The riſing aſhes down. Oh!] bleſs my hand; 
Chief when thou com'ſt with hollow circle, 8 
With ſculptur'd ſignet, bearing in thy womb _ = 
The treaſur'd Cork Screw. Thus a triple ſervice" 
In firm alliance mayſt thou boaſt : and thus 
— Myſelf I ſerve, and, on occaſion due, 8 
Extend thy uſe to an embarraſs d friend. 


A Pixcu 


4 


PINCH or SNUFF. 


On net! cur Riessbie end and ad 

Straſburgh, Rappee, Dutch, Scotch! whateer thy name! 

Powder celeſtial} quititelſence divine! © 

New joys entrance my foul, while thou art mine, 

| Who takes |—who takes thee not! Where'er I range, 

I finell thy ſweets from Pall-mall to the Change. 

By thee affiſted, ladies kill the day, i 

And breathe their ſcandal freely o'er their tea: | 
mk Nor 
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Nor leſs they prize thy virtues when in bed: 

One pinch of thee revives the yapout'd head, 
Removes the ſpleen, removes the qualmiſh fit, 
And gives a briſker turn to female wit, 

Warms in the noſe, refreſhes like the breeze, 
Glows in the head, and tickles in the ſaceze. 
Without it, Tinfel, what would be thy lot ! 
What—but to grut neglected and forgot. 

What boots It for this ts dave ian thy nd 

In odours wafted from Arabian lands! 

Ah ! what avails thy ſcented ſolitaire, | 

Thy careleſs fwing, and pertly-tripping air, 
The crimſon waſh, that glows upon thy fact, 
Thy modiſh hat, and coat that flames with lace ! 
In vain thy dreſs, in vain thy trimmings ſhine, 
If the Pariſian ſnuff-box be not thine. 
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Let abje& ſouls the clay-form'd tube aſſume, 
And ſuck Firginia's fleep-creating fume. - | 

I ſcorn to ſmoke, on chew the nauſeous guid ; 
Avert it faſhion ! Decency forbid ! 

While they delight the fiery plant to puff, 

Be mine to praiſe the qualities of Snuff! 

'Tis this alone, that conſtitutes the beau, 
And fills his noſtrils with . glow, 

Supplies his head-piece with ideas new, 

And lends freſh ſpirit to the billet-doux. 
By this each card more brilliant he * | 1 
Smiles when he reads, and; giggles while he writes, 
Hums o'er a minuet, or eſſays to ſing, 

And leers with — oleaſure on his ring. 
O fragrant Snuff] how does thy lively grain | 11 
Invigorate the lawyer's puzzl'd brain 2 | 


A Preh or Swnurs.. | 33 


By thee more clearly he diſcerns the cauſe, 

And ſolves each dry conundrum of the laws. 

From the warm argument he ſcorns to flinch, 

Whilſt thou canſt kindly help him at a pinch. 

O pleaſing duſt ! how ſhall J ſpeak thy praiſe ! 

Too flat my diction, and too weak my lays. 

p hon tickling ſource of ſentiment refin'd ! 

Great panacea to the drooping mind |! 

Companion and delight of all the fair, 

From Bet the maid to Sophy in her chair! 

Be thou my vade-mecum, I can go 

Where trips the jeſſamy, where ſtruts the beau 

Hence aa look grave at Batſon's, dull at Peelt's, 

Gay at the Bedford, politic at Mill's. 2 

Thee, n thee, let not the Muſe paſs by, 

For oft thy jars have rivetted her eyye. 
b F Oh! 


* 
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On! were hor numbers half as geod as tine, > 
What ſtrength P what warmth would animate her line 
| Then ſhould thy fame reſound from ſhore to ſhore, N 
| Till tongues grbye mute and evoho could no more 
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Fon once, ye critics, vi the ative lh 
| Her fool.cap wear, eee 2 
Of W Ce-. a the 1 


1 
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Immoral; — ill the hol he h 


of * * 3 
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But virtue may approve.it, with a film.. 
Ye ſylvan deitips/) awhile aden :::! 
Ye curling treams!.whoſe banks are ting avis, 
8 1 * ü Vilet | 
. | . 1 
* hh, 


" ETax PIN; 


I Vile and hare-bell, or the gaiſy trim, 
Farewell ! for I muſt leave your _ perfumes 
To fing the Pin i in 1 lays: 
But not that Pin, at whoſe circumference 
Rotund the ſinewy ruſtic hurls the bowl 
Ponderous and = nor that which window ww, 
From thief al: nor that other call'd 
A ſkittle; chiefly found where alehouſs ſnug 


Ithites abWinic to the flowing cup | 
Ot Calvertꝰs mild, 96 with froth. - A 
No—tis the Pin ſo much by ladies us'd; | 
Without whoſe aid the nymph of niceſt taſte, 
£ 'of neateſt mould, a flattern' would appear, $70 | 
Hail then, thou little uſeful inftrument ! 
Tho? ſmall, yet conſequential. ' For by thee 
Beauty ſets off her charms, as, at the glaſs, 


Lug 
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Luc or PRYIIIS beſt adapts thy point. Ro 
"Without thy ſervice would the ribband flaunt 
Looſe to the fanning gale, nor on the head ff 


** 


Of belle would ſtand her whimſical attife. 
The *kerchief from her neck of ſnow would falk 


With freedom bold, and leave her boſom bare. 


How would the ſempſtreſs, trim, thy want * T 
As ſhe her apron forms! And how the man 
Of law, ſagacious, with his ſpectacles 5 0 
On noſe reverted ! frequent does he want 
Thy prompt aſſiſtance to connect his ſcraps 1 0 
And notes obliterated o'er. Thee oft 


In alley, path, wide ſquare, and open ftreet, 


we 


The miſer picks, as conſcious of thy uſe; 

With frugal hand, accompanied with brow 

Of corrugated bent, he ſticks thee ſafe 

EMS N Interior 
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Interior on his cout, chen breche Alg 
Well judging my proportion to a Front. 
Thro' all chy different ftorehouſes to trace 
Thy preſenice, ether in the ſeulpectr's dome, 
Or tenernetit'clay-built, would afk a pen, 
With points 2tttioft us various as thy Heads. 
Where eder thou art, or in whntever form, 
Magnificent in ſilver, or in bruſs, | 
Or wire more bunible, nightly mayſt thou lie 
Safe on thy cuſhion'l bed, or kiſs the locke 
Of Cle Reeping on che pillow's down. 


THE 


* 


THE 


LOOKING-6LASS. 


Nor thee, whom underneath AURELIA'S bed 
The blue-ey'd Phyllis, or inferior Nell 

Of humbler name, hath plac'd—nor thee I ſing 

Of Aſiatic mvuld—awhoſe ipolifh'd form 

Denotes pre-emimenoe beyond the clay, 

The baſer prod uoe of Mregirian lands, 

Beyond what Bow (here oft foot-foundred cit 

— orithet other vill | 

For buns and puſh Cell Sensus, Chelſea hight, 


5 Can a 
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Can boaſt—where bower'd in the lovely ſhade | 
Of ardoret, old Fungus lolls ſuperb, 

|  Self-ſatisfy'd, and quaffs, potation-fond, 
His nectar pomeridian—or in box, 
Swelling with all the majeſty of paunch, 
Amidft a crowd, his rural pipe enjoys. | 
Nor thee, of coarſer frame, in garret vile 
Depoſited (to whom the houſhold nymph 
Pays frequent compliment, altho' deſpoil'd 
Of manual handle) does the muſe regard. 
Far other looking-glaſs demands her ſong. 
Hail, charming Mirror l. that reflectſt the face 


t Swect Cr ron. At thy ſplendid ſhrine 


What countleſs legions of adorers bow! 
Here beauty gazes, and her form ſurveys, 
Tranſcendent, irrefiſtible—nor fails 
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To ruminate how beſt ſne may enſnare 

The dangling coxcomb in her fatal net. 

For this (with uo finall-hare-of female pride) 

She dreſſes taſteful, practiſes the wink 

Significant, the random glance oblique, 

The pleaſing ſmile, and not diſpleaſing frown. 

Here too Deformity in tawdry garb 

Begins her patch-work. Emulous of praiſe, 

Each feature doth ſhe deck with care minute, 1 

And ſpies a charm that nature never gave. 

Then beats her heart with more elaſtic force, 

Around ſhe rolls her large, projecting eyes, 

Affecting love, and triumphs in the thought, 

The glorious thought, of conqueſts yet to come. 

Weak, fimple woman |—Simpler ſtill the man, 

Whoſe ardent gaze ſuch optics can allure. 2 
Without 
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Without this engine, what avaits the dreſs 
Of ſelf-enamonr fop, or what the curl 
Natural, or adventitious ! for in vain 
Courtoy may Kiiſe thee fugar-Joaf toupte, 

If Brilliant cant the ornament diſcern. 

Hail yet again ! thou ſpectacle of art 

Art's brighteſt luſtre ! fore whoſe poliſti d plain 
Thy poet, razor-urm'd, hath often horn 

His chin ermiferous, where lives the man 

Who does not own thy univerſal uſe ? 
Pulſe-fechirg doctor, and che grave divine, 
— Sie Gighity of why. -- 


Deform, trettfendous'to.behoMl ! megieet 
"And ſure contempt will be thy future fate. 


8. 
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So fares it with the nymph, whoſe precious gem 
Of chaſtity is ſullied. - Sour diſdain, 

And ſharp invectives, render d ſharper ſtill 

As utter'd by her ſex, her ear confound, 
Unus'd to tauntings—and the ſneering beau 
Rambles in queſt of more accompliſh'd charms. 


CLxoRA ! then thou moſt reſplendent ſtar 

In beauty's firmament ! exalted maid ! 

Daniſel un-parigon'd? Whoſe well- turn d limbs 

Are far above the feeble reach of praiſe, 

Beware—the caution of a friend dbſerve, 

And con this leſſon from the looking-glafs. 

So ſhall the bard repemt not of his lay, 

Well-plensid, if "paitift the wiles f YAN fran 

He Gin but guard one umfufpecting Afr, 
ey #64; ate 15 x:bgh THE 


THE. 


PETTIFOGGER, 
R OD 
Written in We:/tminfter Hall in the long Vacation, | 


183 courts are ſhut—departed ev ry judge, 
Each greedy lawyer gripes his double fee, 

In doleful mood the ſuitors home ward trudge, 
And leave the hall to ſilence, and to me. 

Now not a barriſter attracts the ſight, 
And all the dome a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save at the entrance, where with all her might | 
The gusan of apples at the porter ſcolds. 


Save 
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Save that at fives a group of wrangling boys 

At intervals purſue the bounding ball, ; 

Make Henderſon *, the ſtudious, damn their noiſe, 

When batt'ring down the plaiſter from the wall. 
From ev'ry court, with evry virtue crown'd, | 

Where many get, and many loſe their bread, 

Elſewhere to ſquabble, puzzle and confound, 

Attornies—clerks—and counſel—all are fled. 
Contending fools, too ſtubborn to agree, 

The good. fat client (name for ever dear), 

The long-drawn brief, and ſpirit-ſtirring fee, 

No more, till Michaelmas, ſhall ſend them here. 

* Till then, no more th' Exchequer + nymphs ſhall run 
o fetch their wigs, and giggling ſtroke the tail, 

Or dreſſy orange-wenches ply their fun, 

And offer their commodities to ſale. 


* With 
* An Author and Bookſeller chere. + The Coffee-houſe. 
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Wich theſe the Templar oft bas ſtop'd to chat, ? 
And th em finpence for each cake he broke: 


"_ *Howjogupd did. they give bins tit for tut. 


And ani return = joke for joke ! 


gy alc 
e ont the yearn the toll. 


Let hm not think, that with, a ſpiteful: view, 
They mean ta dra the cuſtom from, bis ſtall. 

The cinder ench in. duſt-cart ſeated high 
With arms begrim'd, and dirty as her fieve, 
The ragged trulls, who ſprats and herrings cry, 
The meaneſt trollops have a right to live. 

Nas you, ye belles] impute the fault to theſe, 
If at che glittering ball they nat appear, 
Where mufic has a thouſand charms to pleaſe, 


And with its ſweetgeſs almoſt wounds the car. 


* 
A triaket-fller. 


Win 


Tur BTI 2 


Will Aimgch, on de goddeſs of be,. 
Enliſt theſe miſſes in their brilliant train, 8 
 Admiv them den to de bs Bure hen. 


Perhaps in their nogleRed winds were: en 


The ſeeds of worth from. Nature's lange ſupply : 
The ſeeds of worth, which.mighs in time haue grown, 
And flouriſh'd lovely. to de tayiſn d oye. 

But the calm ſunſhine of a parent's. care 
With one warm ray: their hoſoms ne'er impreſt; » 
Ill uſage drove the wretches, to deſpair, 
And, checkꝰd each, growing virtue of the break. 
| Full many a rural laſs in, Britain's land 
The vile unwarrantable brothels. hold, 
Full many a town-bred damſel walks the Strand. 


And trucks her beauty. for a piece of gold, YG. 
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Some ghoſt of Fefferies will this floor his 
Some daring pettifogger, ſtern of brow, 

Who might have done due honour to the ſpade, 
Whirl'd the tough flail, or graſp'd the peaceſul plough. 

This upftart thing ſome uſeful trade to learn, 
— hallow head, 

Some trade by which he might have known to earn, 
With honeſt induſtry, his daily bread, 

Falſe pride forbade : nor to himſelf alone 
Confines his views, but to his ſon extends ; 
Forbade the youth, to quirks already prone, 

To mind the means, ſo he could gain the ends, 

Forbade fo bind him prentice to a trade, 

Behind a compter all the day to ſtand, 

His birth by work mechanic to degrade, 

Or wait on cuſtomers with cap in hand. 

| Far 
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Far from the worthy members of the lar, 
A rogue in grain, he ever kept aloof; 
From learn'd bum-bailiffs learn'd his briefs to 2 
And where he could not find, he coin'd a proof. 
Vet doth this wretch, illiterate as proud, 
With low-life homage, low-life bus'neſs meet, 
And pick the pockets of th unhappy crowd = 
Mur'd in the Compters, Newgate, and the Fleet. 
Round by their creditors in durance faſt ! 
In plaintive murmurs they bewail their fate, 1 * 
And many an eager, wiſhful eye they caſt, "IP 
Whene'er the turnkey opes and ſhuts the gate. 
For who, to dull impriſonment a prey, 
The pleaſing thoughts of freedom e'er refign'd, 
From home, from wife, and children dragg'd away, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring look behind? 
8 | * 


| If in ſome future chat, wich archi deſign, 
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Who knows each ſecret winding of the laws, 


Some previous fees th' attorney will require, 
Before he ventures to conduct his cauſe, | 
For you, who traverſe up and down this ſhrine, 


Some wag ſhould aſk this pettifogger's fate, 

In ſneering mood ſome brother quill may ſay, 
« Tre ſeen him oft at alchouſe table ft, 
6 Bruſhing with dirty hands the crumbs away, 
% And eye the mutton roaſting on the ſpit. 

« There in the ſnug warm corner of the bench, 
« Part ſtain d with greaſe, and part defil'd with beer, 
« His thirſt with cooling porter would he quench, 
« And bend his noddle cer the gazetteer, = 

« Hard 
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ce Hard by yon ſteps, now grinning as in ſcorn, 
&« Mutt' ring his oaths and quibbles he would ſtand, 


% Now hanging down his pate, like one forlorn, 


« As if ſome dread commitment was at hand. 


<« One morn I miſs'd him in this cuſtom'd hall, 
% And at the Oak e, where. he was wont to be, 
«- His clerk came down, and anſwer'd to my call, 
<« But by yon ſteps, nor at the Oak was he. 


<« The next I heard (oh melancholy tale 
« On our profeſſion what a foul reproach !) 
85 That he for forgery was oni d in jail, 
6 And drag A (oh ſhameful |) therewithout a coach, 
* The Royal Oak, a public houſe near the bal. 
| 1 HIS 
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HIS C HARAC TEA. 

Vor ronk, the arrant'ft raſcal upon earth, 

At length is caught, and into Newgate thrown, 
Fair honeſty diſclaim'd him at his birth, 
And villainy confeſs'd him for her own. 

Grown old in fin, at no one crime diſmay'd, 
Gainſt Nature's cries he arm'd his callous heart ; 
For, when his father was to death convey'd, 

He grow!'d—and damn'd the flowneſs of the cart. 
| Fack Ketch, to ſhew his duty to his friend, 
Will ſoon confirm it with the ſtrongeſt tie, 
But on ſuch ties wine mortal would depend, 
A rogue he liv'd, and like a rogue be'l die, 


Now 
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Now preſt with guilt, he feels its ſharpeſt ſting, 
Great his tranſgreſſions, and but ſmall his hope, 
He gave the ſheriff (all he had) a ring, 

He gain'd from juſtice (all he fear'd) a rope. 


No farther ſeek his vices to diſcloſe, 
But leave the culprit to his dark abode, 
There let him reft, till breaking his repoſe 
The hangman ſummons him to Tyburn road. 


A 


FAMILIAR EPISTLE, 
FROM THE SHADES BELOW, 


G1vinG an ACCOUNT or rug STATION OF THE. 
„ RN 


| War how now, friend Richard —becauſe a man's dead, 
Will you break off acquaintance ?—d'ye think he can't read? 
Had you ſent a ſmall packet by Charon poſt paid, 
It had ſafely arriy'd—he's a uſty old blade, 5 
However, I hate to be churliſ and cruſty, 


Or ſtand upon forms—ſo reſolve to write firſt t'ye, 
Know 
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Know then, that my will was firſt finiſh'd—that done, 
F had n eld and fs gone. | 
In due form of law then I fairly departed, 

And quickly and ſafely was hither tranſported. | 
As I know you are curious in ſearch of things ſtrange,  - // 
111 relate what I found by my whimſical change. 


The Poets, both Grecian and Roman of old, 
Of whom we to many fine things have been told, 
Live here in great ſtate, are grandees of the court. 
To whom all the moderns moſt humbly reſort, 
Yet ſew find admittance, or favour with thoſe, - 


80 poor their appearance, ſo ſhabby their cloathsz z: 


Some, indeed, a ſmall pittance, or place may obtain, 
But the reſt are a ſad ragged ere in the min. 
In ſhort, the whole tribe are at beſt but ſo, ſo, 

As you'll find by their ſtate and employment below. 
8 Old 
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; Old Chaucer and Drayton I found in good plight, 

And Shakeſpeare and Spencer appear pretty tight. 
They've each a ſmall freehold, tho' troth bounded in ſore, 
And live not unlike to the poor knights of Windſor, 

Ben Johnſon ſells ale on the fide of the Hill, 
And Beaumont and Fletcher go halves in a mill, 

But Denham enjoys a ſmall poſt in the ſtate, 

And Dorſet with Juvenal's grown very great, 
Whilſt Sir Johnny Suckling is but a knife-grinder, 

And Cowley, poor Cowley's a lacquey to Pindar, 

* Friend Wilnis *mouatibank, Villew his droll, . 
Charles Sedley their toad-eater, Howard their fool,” 

Old Milton's fill blind, but much in requeſt | 

With Homer and Virgil, and moſt of the beſt, - 
And Addiſon, lately affign'd as his guide, 

Enjoys a ſmall place, and a penſion beide. 
50 | Old 


A Familiar EpiSTLE, 


Old Naſo and Waller moſt hugely agree, . 
But Ariſtotle t other day cudgell'd poor Lee. 


Yet Butler of all looks the beſt, let me tell you, 
Has money, good cloaths, and can now fill his belly, | 
Is lately preferr'd as his hjghneſs's jeſter, _ 
For which he, per diem, has two and a teſter, 
In troth I was glad to ſeg Butler o mended. 
Who had ſuffer'd ſo greatly before he deſcended, - + / -// 


Old Dryden ſells neQar, an excellent dram, 
And. Shildwel}. is hegt hy amn ee 
He was always a lover, you know, of that ſage. 
Rough Wycherley penknives ſells, razors and ſciflars, - + 
And Otway fine pincuſhions, eſſence, and tweezers.” - - 


Tem 
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Tom Brown he's a thoe-black, and carries a link, 

A fad dirty whore's bird, and lies in a fink. 

Joe Harnes and Dick Eftcourt are poor, but yet merry, 


And Phillips for's highneſs makes cyder and perry. 


But Plautus and Terence, both wealthy and able, 
Have taken friend Congreve to wait at their table. 
Johnny Crown keeps a raree- how, Farquhar's a ſutler, 
And Horace has made Matthew Prior his butler. 

Nat. Rowe waits on Sophocles, has a good place on't, 
But Hughes ſtill is poor tho he puts the beſt face on't. 
Tom Durfey fings ballads, and cobbles old ſhoes, 
And honeſt Dick Steele runs about with the news. 


Pope and Swift, when they met, arm and arm took their way 
In ſearch of their intimate friend Johnny Gay. 
They call'd at each tavern, and ſearch'd all around 
Where they thought it moſt likely he was to be found, 
Till 
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Till at length, being hungry, they happen's to drop, 

As good luck would have it, into a cook's ſhop. 

There they ſpied their old friend, ful} as round 2 | 
Regaling himſelf o'er a baſon of * 


Colley Cibber is always chaſtifing his ſon, 

But The: turns it off with a joke or a pun, 

Tuo of late they have had a moſt damnable quarrel, 
As, to, for, concerning, and touching the lauret. 
But here they were both fadby left in the lurch, 
For his highneſs was pleas'd to adjudge 'em the birch, 
John Dennis has taken a ſcold for his wife, 

A vixen who leads him the hell of a life; 
Inſtead of his dealing in pepper and muſtard, 
He's ſo tame that he hawks about cheeſe- cake and cuſtard, 


Old Dryden ſells nectar, I told you before, 
But now has put up a new ſign at his door, 
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And if he goes on, as he hath done of late, 
In a very ſhort time he will get an eſtate. 
For honeſt Charles Churchill approves of the plan, 


And brings to his houſe all the cuſtom he can, 
They've eſtabliſh'd a club, and when he takes the chair, 


The true ſons of (Genius are ſure to be there. 

The nectar's ſo good, and the members ſo hearty, 
You'd be glad, I am certain, to be of the party, 

For Sterne and old Yorick, with three or four more, 
Such as Fielding and Co. ſet the board on a roar, 


Bob Lloyd keeps a ſnuff-ſhop—is much in regard, 
And Mallet, or Malloch, ſells brimſtone and lard, 
That wag, Bonnell Thornton, is turn'd a mere quaker, 
And Derrick, count Derrick's a fiddle-ſtick maker, : 


Here are more, but ſo ragged, ſo poor, and ſo ſad, 
'T were a ſhame you ſhould know, their conditions ſo bad. 
| = As 
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As for me, I am juſt advertis'd to be let, 

So what will become of me, cannot tell yet. 

I can rhyme, comb a wig, ſhave, and pick up a whore, 5 
And few of the moderns, I think, can do more. | 
When once I am ſettl'd, I'll write t' ye again, 

Till when, your old friend, honeſt Dick, I remain. 


Juſt arriv'd a freſh packet by truſty old Charon, 
Which may cauſe more diſturbance than you are aware on. 
It begins with a cordial, affecti onate greeting, 

And ends with a ſketch of the Jubilee meeting. 
To all ſober Chriſtians it ſeems very odd, 
That you ſhould create a mere mortal a God. 


Th 
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They ſay that the ſcope of this general jollity 
Savours much, very much, of the heathen idolatry 
That you deem the commandments a temporal jeſt, 
For as you've broke one, you'll aboliſh the reſt. 
As to Shakeſpeare himſelf, he's ſo modeſt a man, 
| He would not declare what he thought of the plan. 
With ſo much applauſe, and benevolence cruſh'd, 
He made his obeiſance, retreated, and bluſh'd, 


4 
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Bx. Mem'ry l back to ſcenes of pleaſure paſt, 
To ſcenes ere childhood ripen'd into man, 

When joys pour'd in, too exquiſite to laſt, 

And evening crown'd the ſports which morn began, 


In thoſe gay meads how gladſome have I play d! 
How baſk'd beneath the warmth of ſummer ſkies ! 
On the tand haycock how ſupinely laid, 
Lull'd to ſoft lumber by the burzing lies! 

Oft 
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Oft have I frolick'd on the ſocial green, 

When the clear moon diffus'd her ſober light, 

Hail'd the calm luſtre of the ſilver ſcene, 

And ſtoln the ſweeteſt <> IO of the night. 
Blithe nt ſome pleaſing ſun-ſhine holiday, 

Befide that pebbled ſpring I oft have ſat, 

There with my co-mates worn the time away 

In harmleſs romping, or in harmleſs chat. 

Can 1 forget how oft I've ran the race 

Forget thoſe days, when time too ſwiftly roll'd, 

Blot from my mind the much frequented place, 

Where ſtriplings batted, and where ſtriplings bowl'd ! 
Then was the hour (my life ſo free ſrom blame) 

When I could ſmile at ev'ry feather'd toy, 

When each RY triflej that the man might ſhame, 

Delighted, not diſgrac'd the laughing boy. 


There 
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Where now are all thoſe feſtive days of eaſe ? 
Alas ! faſt bound in Time's all-girting roll. 
Yet ſtill the thoughts of paſt enjoyment pleaſe, 
And lend a tranſport to the languid ſoul. 

Ah! let not pride, buoy'd up by ſelf-eſteem, 
Contemn the various frolicks of the child, 
Nor wiſdom, aged wiſdom, rudely deem 
The ſports of youth romantic all, and wild. 

The purple ribband flaunting o'er the breaſt, 


The coat emblazon'd, and the flowing gown, 
Is little, very little more than jeſt, 
One half of man is childhood over-grown, 

How by degrees that ſpark of heav'nly fire, 
The godlike mind, aſcends into a blaze ! 
Its fury ſpent, how flow doth it expire, 
Nor leave one glimpſe of its diminiſh'd rays | 

H So 
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So ſhoots a flower-bud from day to day, 
Gradual, till all expanded it appears, 
Then fade its colours, all its leaves decay, 
And time effaces what the floriſt rears, 

Vet tho the ſchool-boy's hours are wing'd with down, 
(So ſure at Pleaſure's fide Pain takes her ſtand) 
Oft have I fear'd Flagilio's angry frown, 

And the rod quiv'ring in his nervous hand. 

One look from him, if anger puff d his cheek, 
My heart hath awd, my ſpirits hath depreſt: 

One took from him, if that one look was meek, 
Again call'd forth the ſun-ſhine of my breaſt. 

But flight is all the terror of the ſchool, 

Match'd with the tumult of a buſtling world, 

Where reaſon bends, as paſſion takes the rule, 

And the rack'd ſoul from vice to vice is hurl'd ; 
Where 
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Where to the charms of modeſt merit blind, 
Proud fortune ſways with indiſcreet command, 
Spurns lovely worth, who courts her to be kind, 
Yet drops unaſk'd her wealth in folly's hand. 

Bear me, juſt heay'n |! to where contentment lives, 
And let me there contemplate as I ought, 

True ſolid happineſs ſhe only gives, 
Sure guide to peace, ſweet nurſe of tranquil thought ! 

Without her aid, without her cheerful reign, 
Dull diſappointment mortifies our pride, 

Vain is each pleaſure, each allurement vain, 
Vain all that rolls from fortune's ample tide. 
Through her in flights amuſive roves the mind, 
Confinement's welcome to the willing ſlave. 
On rapid pinions fancy mounts the wind, 
And poverty ſleeps eaſy in her cave. 
H 2 | With 
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With her in competence, oh! let toni, 
| Safe from that envy which preferment brings. 
Pleas'd with the key that locke uns in bor cell, 
I'd think my ftate beyond the ſtate of kings. 


HYMN 
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To Thee, great parent of exiſting form, 
Prime font from whence the ſtream of goodneſs flows 
In unexhauſted purity ; to Thee 

My oraiſons belong. Let not the fin, 

The frailties of my youth, ere yet the mind 

With ſober jud gment hold due conference, 
Exclude me from thy ſmile. Frequent my heart 
With gratitude expands, and ſilent thanks, 

Thoꝰ latent from the world: for not alone 
Deyotion ſheds its ſanRity of flame 
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On outward adoration ; oft it beams 

Its vivifying ray upon the breaſt 

Of modeſt privacy. When early morn 

Leads on the attendant hour : when higheſt noon 
Rides in the centre of the day, and eve 


Comes dreſs'd in ſhade, drawing o'er Nature's face 


Her undulating hand—then ſwells my mind 
Replete with thee. Abſtracted from the ſcene, 
Ofer which terreſtrial ſpeculation bends 

Her avaricious eye, full many a ſigh 

In holy fervency to thee aſcends, 

And through the curtain of opponent vice 
Breaks faithful, genuine, Accept, I pray, 
This tribute of my heart, till by degrees 
On Virtue's everlaſting baſe I ſtand 

Erect, and trample on the neck of Sin. 


How 
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How then my breaſt with love divine will glow, 
Each mortal wiſh contemning, and each thought 
Adapting to thy will !—T ranſporting change 
That were a conqueſt worthy to engage 
Each human effort, richer than the ſpoil 
Snatch'd by the victor's hand, when gorged Death 
Stands ſatiate o'er the foe—yet dearer far 
Than is the laurel nodding on his brow, 

| | Returning glorious from th* embattled field, 
In all the glare of pride, and farce of triumph. 
How lovely will the cheek of Nature look, 

i Wearing the ſmile of conſtaney, when Sin 

{ Shall be exterminated, Satan then, 

Hopeleſs of future prey, amidſt his flames 


Shall howl in ſolitary woe—And ance, 
Ji vet once again ſhall angels viſit earth | " 
With 
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With tears extatic, and commune with man. 


If nam'd with this, the ſound of pleaſure's dull, 


From low mortality deriv'd. *Tis pain, 
*Tis miſery's extreme, if once compar'd 


To joy like this, fo laſting, fo ſublime. 


But oh! when I reflect, how manifold, 


How countleſs man's tranſgreſſions are, by Thee, 
By Thee alone recorded —midf the reſt 


Mine too for ever in the roll of Heav'n 
Infcrib'd indelible I think I pauſe— 
Nor dare to aſk remiſſion. Ocidoious ſtill 
In error I perſiſt Vet thou art good, 


And from eternity didſt reign ſupreme, - 


Unutterably good. Uplift me, then, - 
And place me near the ſun-ſhine of thine eye, 


My 
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My ſoul regenerate : for without thee, 


All ſtrength is vain, and weak endeavour faints. 


Ungrateful man] how long wilt thou purſue 
The ſtep of Syren pleaſure? And how long 
Her bitter ſweets imbibe ? Say! canſt thou live 
Unthankful on the bleſſing of the day, 

Count ev'ry moment, that abridges life, 

Of good productive, nor attune thy mind 

To moral ſentiment ? not plaud thy hands 
Erected to Jehovah, oe his praiſe 

Reſound with ſacred rapture ?—Wretch! thou canſt, 
Canſt reap the treaſure of the fertile plain, 

Made fertile by omnipotence—canſt feel, 

Unmov'd, the renovating orb of light, 

And eye with unconcern the broad extent 


Of 
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| Of love celeſtial—how creation round 

Thrives by benevolence ſupreme. —All this 
Inglorious canſt thou do, nor mark the hand 
That fills earth's lap with vernal herb and flow'r, 
Autumnal fruit, and Ceres' golden grain, 

The hand that from thy ſeat of ſelfiſh pride 


Can inſtantaneous whirl thee to perdition. 


Perhaps thou fondly dreamſt to fin ſecure | 
Through his infinitude of love. Dream on, 
Till Juſtice ſhall arouze, and bid thee wake 
To horror inconceivable—till guilt, 
Thine antecedent guilt ſhall feel the rod 
Of irritated vengeance—Tho' ſhe limp 
On lazy-pacing foot, yet ſhalt thou find 
She quickens by delay: yet ſhalt thou find 
| | Thou 
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Thou canſt not ſcape her vulnerating arm. 
'Then wilt thou rue, that erſt in evil haur 
Thou welcom'dſt viee—whilft Piety the tear 
Of tend'reſt pity wept, as to her dome, 

With hand of conſecrated innocence, _ 

The goddeſs pointed—yet, to her return 

A faithful proſelyte, nor dare provoke 

The ſleeping thunder of al-righteous Heav'n. 


Where can I turn mine eye, but goodneſs beams 
Its influence omnipreſent, In the deep 
It ſhines confeſs'd : for in the liquid world 
Whatever floats, exiſtence draws from thee, 
Great Cauſe of All, Whatever through the air 
Stretches the plume, and ventilates its way : 


Whate'er the nutrimental herbage crops, 
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Or crawls on earth ſubmiſſive, lives ſuſtain'd 

By bounty uniyerſal, and divine. 

Were this remoy'd, all nature then would faint, 
And drop to primal nought—all order ceaſe— 

And earth, and ſea, and air, become one viewleſs blank. 
What is this ingrate man, that thou on him 
Should kindly laviſh all thy bounteous ſtore ? 

This ſupercilious wretch ! who, ere he gains 


The ſteep aſcent of knowledge, meaſi ures half 


His brevity of being Would he uſe 
His mental pow'rs aright, this ſpot of earth 


He would illumine with peculiar ſplendor, | 
Clear as the brighteſt firmamental tar, 
When all is peace, and not a buſy cloud 
Spreads its obſtructing fail athwart the air. 


But 
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But oh! when eden ſhews the croſs 
Where, in atonement for the ſins of man, 
Thy precious Son ſweat blood, and with a ſigh, - 
A duteous ſigh, expir'd—redeeming then 
The forfeit ſoul of mortals—how I marvel 
At this immenſity of love ?—I weep— 
Ungrateful as I am, I weep—for oh 
Reflection prompts the penitential tear. 
Flow on—'tis grief celeſtial :—if it ſprings 
Pure through the heart's contrition, Faith has yt 
Comforts in ſtore for me. Her hand ſhall cleanſe 
The earth-ftain that contaminates my ſoul— 
Thron'd in her ſafe aſylum, on my brow 
Eternity ſhall fix the coronet of Heay'n. 


When in a nation's cauſe a hero falls, 
| (Goaded perchance with mad ambition's rage) 


How 
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How loud fwiſt-pinion'd fame, with open mouth, 
His valiant acts re-bellows to the world! 
For him the ſervile poet choicely culls | 


i — > 


Each mercenafy Hurel, and records 
His high atehievements in immortal verſe, 
(Immortal, if the century of time 
Be immortality) and on the wall, 
| The trophy'd wall of praiſe, à mimie life 


To him each rival fon of ſculpture gives. 5 | 
If this be worth the care of mortal minds, 
Much more that ſymbol of celeſtial love 
For human race apoſtate. Let us bend 
The knee of worſhip here—here ſhed the tear 
Of proſtrats penltenee- here let the heut 
Own its great debt,—Obdurate ſinner! bluſh, : 
Be Virtue's heir, repent, and be forgiv'n. 


f 
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Oh!] all ſufficient! thou perfection ſole 


P + 


Of love illimitable, in thy might 
| Unbounded, and ſtupendous ! how ſhall man, i 


Straining thine excellence to comprehend, } 


Climb up the precipice of thought. Alas ! "= 
In wonder he is loſt, nor can the mind 
Purſue its travel further, than to ſee 


A part of thy amazing whole, and thence 


To reſt convine'd, and ſeeing to adore. 


Hark—how the wing'd inhabitants of air, 
In choral uniſon of Nature's muſic, 
Pour forth their canticles of joy—pour'd forth 
Their gratitude to teſtify. To me 
The bleats that eccho from the fleecy plains, b 
And the reſponſive lowings of the vale, 5 | 
Like a thankſgiving found From nature's feaſt 

| Refreſh'd 
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Refreſh'd they riſe, and leave the reſt to man, 
He reaps the ſurplus, and forgets the hand 
That plac'd the benefaction in his reach. 


Let Memory for ever on my mind 
Impreſs the ſignet of thy faireſt hour. 
For, oh! it was a bleſs'd one—when thou faidſt 
Let there be light—and at thy potent word, 
Omnific bidding] ſtrait yon globe aroſe 
With dazzling ſuper-eminence, and ſpread 
Its filver edging round the fable pall 
Of darkneſs. —Hail, oh Sun! in hailing thee, 
The hand, that lighted up thy lamp, I praiſe. 
Without thy aid, what were the di'mond's blaze, 
Or what the ruby, whence the ſight derives 
The rays of crimſon tinge ? Within the lap 
Of night, inviſible, they reſt conceal'd, 


1 
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As pebbles, indiſcriminate. Thy flame 

Their ſparkle kindles, and thy luſtre beams 

The proud diſtinction on the raptur'd eye. 

Hail to thy genial fire, that o'er the morn 
Streams gladneſs inexpreſſive. All things wear 
The ſmile of ſympathy, when Night reſigns 

Her ebon ſceptre to thy golden ſway. 

Thro' thee the earth brings forth. The laughing flow'r 
Its breaſt expands, inviting all thy rays, 

And courting air to idle on its ſweets, 

Wert 8 eclips'd, how would the viſual nerve 
In lumber fink. No longer then the ſight 

Of human face divine can charm. The bloom 
Of beauty fades. Deformity may claim 

An equal privilege to be ale 

Where art thou, Seraph Gratitude? Come down, 


Down from the rock of virtue, and to man, 
I | Rob'd 
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'Rob'd in the veſtment of humility, 


Stand forth reveal'd. Tis ſhe ſhall teach my tongue 
Her note celeſtial, in my throbbing heart 

Her balm infuſe, and bend my ſtubborh knee. 
Oh! ** of mercy! What but love 


To man, ineffable, and patient ſuff' ring, 


Thy wrath can ſuperſede? E'en while I ſpeak, 
Thy pow'r, as quick as thou art flow to puniſh, 


Can blot me from exiftence, and for ever, 
Tremendous thought! torment, or bleſs my ſoul. 
But how unfit I am to meet thy ſight 

Full well thou know'ſt, Thy pity bids me live, 
To preparation live. Come then, my heart, 
Thus ever let my 155 pour forth thy ſong. 


«© For me, the cireling ſeaſons of the year 
« Shall find me hymning my Creator's name. 
[ « When 


— 
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t When Spring, in veſt of pureſt æther clad, 

© Creation's womb impregnates : and when Sol 

t Giyes heat to ſummer months: when Autumn ſmiles 
«© At Ceres plenteous horn, and gladſome bends 

«© Beneath/Pomona's kind, oppreſſive load: 

© When ſhiv'ring Winter o'er the lazy flood 


« His gelid arm impoſes, and entwines 

“Each weeping Naiad with his icy chain: 
& Or whether on the earth's contracted bed 
| « He ſpreads his ample ſheet of ſnow, or ſhakes 
bee bill-gp, icldigg:co-his potent;breath.: 
 * Atevery.revolution, Jong as life 
) = — *© My boſom Warms, to note pf, holy. praiſe 
RO © My harp will L achüse, apd.celebrate 
* The Gd af genf and. the Gd of por” 


I 2 ODE 


G R IT UB 


C AN man in plenty thankleſs live, 
And take what Heav'n vouchſafes to give? 
With unconcern can he behold 
Yon ſolar orb of dazzling gold, 
And ſee, unmov'd, each dying plant and flows 


Confeſs the fat of its vegetative pow'r ? 
The 
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The lapſes of the chequer'd year 
| Can he review, and not revere ? 
And, while with raptur'd eye he views 
Things form'd, and vary'd to his uſe, 
Can he in lordly riot waſte his days, 
Nor from his heart ejaculate one note of praiſe? 


He can—whilſt he unlicens'd roves 
Thro' Sin's gay walks, and tempting groves ; 
Whilſt yet he quaffs from Pleaſure's bowl 
8 pontaneous poiſon to his ſoul, 
From vice to vice whilſt yet he dares to roam, 
And recollective thought is abſent from her home. 


The ſpring returns with blooming face, 
The panting ſummer runs its race, 


Next, 
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Next, autumn, fiche of the year, 

And winter lagging it? the tear; 
Yet tho' thefe Reratds Tithe's fwift ebb proclaim, - 
Spring, ſummer, autumn; winter, find kim Ri) the ſime 


Comè, Gy atitide; my foul refine, 
| And make thy poet half divine : 
1 Teach me to ſing in deatlileſs lays; 
My glorious Betiefadtor's praiſe : 
Come, ſmiling Cherub, from thy bleſt abode, 
Uplift me on thy plumes, and bear nne to my God. 


* 1 ak —_ _— FRO * . 


ODE 
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Lb by the Muſe thy farry mount I climb, 
Which ſtands unhurt amidft the wrecks of time. 
Here ample-headed Flora lays 
A carpet of eternal flow'rs. 
In gay rotation fly the nimble days, 


And feſtivg mirth leads on the dancing hours. 
f Yet 
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Yet has the lightning blaz'd around its brow, 

And left unſing'd the laurel's verdant bough, 
Untouch'd th' immortal bays remain: 
For Nature fills the lofty ſpace. 

The goddeſs here has fix'd her ſtable reign ; 

*Tis ſacred all, and Heaven protects the place, 


From hence imagination cleaves the ſkies, 
And all creation burſts upon mine eyes. 
Whatever ſleeps in ocean's bed, 
Or floats upon the fluid air, | 
Each humble vale, and mountain's lordly head, 
I ſee, and bow to him who plac'd em there. 
Oh Poetry ! who can thy joys proclaim ! 
Who, but thy bard, perpetuate thy name! 


Ev 
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Ev'n I, the hindmoſt in thy train, 
Obſequious to thy diſtant nod, 
Dare in thy praiſe to liſp a feeble ſtrain, 


Yet tremble at the rigid critic's rod. 


Thou taughtſt thy ſiſter thy creative ſkill, 
And low! each image quickens at her will. 
So potent is her ſacred breath, 
The canvas lives at her command ; 


And ſhades of heroes, long conſign'd to death, 
| Reſurge beneath her vivifying hand. 


Nor leſs does Muſick, ever charming maid,- 
Feel the propitious advent of thy aid. 

She harmonizes empty ſound, 

As words, and ſentiment inſpire, 
Makes Eccho's hall reverberate around, 
And wakes each note that ſlept within her lyre. 
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Sweet Poetry | when bus neſs ſets me free, 

Oh ! let me ſpend a vacant hour with thee, 
For through thy channel's ample maze 
Fair harmony devolves its tide z 

The ſmiling ſun ſheds inexhauſted rays, 

As thro' Jehauah's land thy holy waters glide o. 


2 Alluding to the Poetical Language of the Scriptures. 
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r WE 


= "a as the nimble handmaid hours, 
Emerging from their twilight bow'rs, 

The fair Aurora have divinely dreſt, 

Ere yet the radiant lord of day, 

Chacing the humid clouds away, 
With heav'nly glow hath fluſh'd the palefac'd eaſt, 
Oh roſe-lip'd virgin! are thy footſteps ſeen 
Both on the mountain flope, and on the level green. ; 

What 
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What time within the maze of ſleep 
The drones of life their ſenſes ſteep, 
Whilſt dreams oppreſſive o'er their fancies ride, 
Thou joinſt the merry random dance 
With Exerciſe and Temperance, 
That the gay groom, and this the happy bride. 
Theſe are thy parents, and from ſuch as theſe 


Did Britain's hardy race ſpring up in ancient days, 


Queen of each grace ! ſweet-featur'd maid! | 
Without thy gen' rous, conſtant ad 
Love's friſky land in vain doth Beauty tread, 
No genuine, fond adorer dies 
Beneath her brilliant, killing eyes, 
F or all their luſtre, all their fire, is fled, 


Nor can the fair one long the loſs ſurvive, _ 
Till thou her charms reſtore, and keep thoſe charms alive, 
| Oh! 


ODE To HEALTH 113 


Oh! fav'rite of the human race, 

What certain, quick events take place, 

Diſpenſing gracious boons when thou art nigh 
Sickneſs, un-pillowing his head, 
Starts up alertly from his bed, 

And looks around him with a joyful eye; 

Whilſt Grief, who like a ſkeleton appears, 

Blithe from his thin-worn cheek wipes off the ſcalding tears, 


At thy ſalute, thy friendly touch, 
Th' enſeebl'd mortal o'er his crutch 
No longer bends, but ſtands ere& at length, 
Sudden he feels with dear ſurprize 
Each fibre ſtretch, each muſcle riſe, 
And looks the figure of elaſtic ſtrength. 
Wielding his club, Alcides like, he goes, 
Surveys his brawny limbs, and ſcarce himſelf he knows, 
Ah! 
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Ah! when ſhall I thy bleſlings ſhare? 
When wilt thou. give chy vital air 
To fan the dying embers of my ſoul? 
When ſhall I join, When once again 
Join thy jocoſe, thy ruddy train, 
And quaff with deeency-thy ſober bow! ? 
View me:with pity, and thy power diffuſe, 
 'Rebracemyflaccid nerves, and cheer my languid muſe. 


Since in thy primroſe path. I've been, 
The pranked Spring hath paſs'd unſeen, 
Nor left one little ſlower:to feaſt my eye ; 
And that braum baunty, avho: the horn 
Of Plenty fills avith galden corn, 5 
In trim ſtraw-hat-hath»tnipp'd- regardleſs by; 
Pomona too her ample ſtore. diſplay'd, 
Vince through thy! ſyluan aralka of Paradiſe: 


Lſtrey'd. 
And 
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And twice hath Winter, foe ſevere 
To the ſoft ſunſhine of the year, 

Diſclos'd his horrid ſcenery of woe; 

Twice from the rude the chilling north 

The hoary ſire hath ſallied forth, 
Bending beneath a magazine of ſnow ; 
Then, whilſt the whirl-winds rag'd at his command, 
Shook the vaſt burthen off, and roll'd it throughtheland, 


Once more, propitious Health ! once more 
My feeble frame to ſtrength reſtore, - 
Nor let me fall a victim to deſpair. 
Alas ! I fear my troubl'd mind 
Is loſt, and rambles unconfin'd, 
Elſe why to thee ſhould I prefer my pray'r ? 


Grear Gop or Mtrcies! Thou alone canſt ſave 


My weak, my ſinking ſoul, and wreſt me from the grave. 
| To 
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UEEN of the fertile globe | at whoſe command 
Thy daughter Plenty fills the teeming land, 
Oh! dawn ſucceſs upon my lay, 
Nor from thy care the bard remove; 
The bard, who pays due homage to thy f 
Is no inferior object of thy love. 


Genius of Arts! behold fair Sculpture ſtand, 
The bold, life-looking image of thy hand, | 
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Cloſe by her, Painting takes her ſeat, 
With eye intent on Beauty's line; 
And with thy pencil labours to compleat 


Her comprehenſive, uniform deſign. 


Cultur'd by thee, more florid blooms the roſe, 
More bland the modeſt, white-rob'd lily blows. 
Whatever ſtrikes the raptur'd ſight, 
In beds of flowers, we owe to thee, ; 
Thine is the fount. from whines we deinl delight, 
Thou ſweeteſt nurſe of Flora's progeny | - 


Without thee, brown-hair'd Ceres would throw down, 
In weeping mood, her wheat-encircl'd crown. 

No longer would the nymph at eaſe - 

Recline upon her barley-mow ; _ 
Nor more her active, buſy mind would pleaſe 


With thoughts of future harveſt from the plough. 
K Thy 
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Thy ſons me beckons to her moving plains, 
Her treaſure interchanging for their pains : 
And lo! with fickles in each hand 
Thy ſtout laborious ſons appear, 

In jocund attitude prepar'd they ſtand 
To reap the produce of the autumnal year. 


Hence the brown ſparkling glaſs delights the eye 

Round the gay board, while Mirth fits laughing by. 
Hence Poverty exalts her head, 

And feels again one chearful hour, 

Supremely pleas'd ſhe breaks the public bread, 

And thanks the hand that plac'd it in her pow'r. 


But ſhould thy Poet turn his raptur'd eyes 
To where thy proud imperial cities riſe, 


What 


To InpusTay, 119 


What vaſt ideas of thy wealth 

Would crowd upon his wond'ring mind, 
To meet thee circling, like the breath of health, 
And as th enlarging ocean unconfin'd) 


Hence ſtately Commerce ſpreads her ample fail, 

And gives un-aw'd her ſtreamers to the gale. 
Her ſhip, with various treaſure fraught, 
O'er Neptune's heaving boſom rides; 

Her ſhip, which thou haſt built, and proudly taught 


To brave the winds, and triumph o'er the tides, 


Thee I acknowledge Miſtreſs of the Sea; 

For Navigation learn'd her art from thee ; 
And but for thee, thou ſoul of trade 
In vain would ſurly Neptune roar, 

No diftant climates would be then ſurvey'd, 


And foreign intercourſe would be no more, 
K 2 All 
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All hail ! ye Spirits of extenſive hearts *, 


Who in Life's drama act your uſeful parts 


Who bid the induſtrious artiſt riſe 

To heights, whoſe flight your aid has taught, 
Whoſe index' points to Fame's eternal ſkies, 
Whoſe pow'rs up-hold, and fledge the wing of thought, 
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HENCE, dull-brow'd Melancholy! creep away 
To weeping caverns, exil'd from the day. 
Thy temples bathe with nightly dew, 
That drops from yonder baneful yew ; 
Or go where endleſs Horror dwells, 
To Bedlam walls, to Newgate cells, 

| Elſe while thy front diftils a ſweating ſhow'r, 
Go watch the murder'dcorpſeat midnight's frightful hour, 


But 
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But come, thou parent of poetic ſong, 
Pride of my verſe, ſweet Music, haſte along; 
Deſcend from thine æthereal bow'rs, 
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And with thee bring the ſportive hours. 
She comes the ſportive hours obey, 
And trip before the dancing day. 
A harp adorns her hand; and on her face 
Sits each attractive charm of each attractive Grace. 


No more the factious winds are heard to rave, 

Yon foaming flood has calm'd its angry wave. A 
Huſh'd is the jay's diſcordant note, f 
Silent the raven's croaking throat; 

: Throughout the woods, throughout the plains, i 
Stillneſs, an awful illneſs, reigns, | 
Each tuneful bird is mute. All nature round 

Seems pauſing, and prepar d to hear the magic ſound, 
| And 
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And hark { how gentle the ſalutes the ear | 

The touch how ſoft ! the melody how clear 
To love the lightly ſweeps the firings, 
Smooth fly the notes on filken wings. 
Theſe are the ſtrains that ſooth my care, 
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Alarm, and terrify Deſpair. 
The low'ring demon ftartles at the found, 
Stalks off in ſullen mood, and treads unhallow'd ground. 


Now, now the note ſhe ſwells and ſings of arms, 
Heav'n's ! how the noble air my ſpirit warms ! 


I feel, I feel my courage glow, 
And ruſh in thought to meet the foe, 
Methinks I ſee the martial plain 
Enſanguin'd o'er with heaps of Qlain: 
Heroes and ſteeds in wild confuſion roll, | 
And terrgr ſeize on all, but Fred rici's daring ſoul. 
| See ! 
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See! while the Goddeſs plays, around her throng 

The joy-ſtruck quadrupedes to hear the ſong. k 
Delighted neighs the conſcious ſteed, 
The hungry bull forgets to feed, 
Yon ſtag is * The dappled fawns 
Exult, and ſcud along the lawns. 

Enamour'd Eccho, in the diſtant vale, 

Anſwers her ſiſter's voice in ev'ry ſoften'd gale, 


No more the fierce-ey'd tiger threatens harm, 
But lays him down, and liſtens to the charm : 
Nor leſs the lion *bates his rage; 1 
(Such pow'r has Muſic to aſſuage) 
The rav'nous wolves let looſe their prey; 
Her impulſe furious pards obey. | 
Th' uncurling adder too begins to rear 
His ſparkling creſt elate, as if he ſeem'd to hear. 
| But 


* 


1 | 
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But ah ! ſhe ſtops her ſoul enchanting ftrain, 

And ſoars to her celeſtial throne again. 
Adieu, ye flatt'ring ſounds ! adieu! 
The change is felt all nature through. 
Surcharg'd with rain the clouds appear 
To ſtain the products of the year; 

And now they burſt—loud thunder tears the ſky, 

And nought but dreary gloom ſurrounds the weeping eye. 
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AG AIN the bloſſom'd hedge is ſeen : 
The turf again is dreſs'd in ſmiling green: 

Again the lark aſcends the ſky, 
Winnows the air, and leſſens on the eye. 

The ſwallow, that the meads forſook, 
Reviſits now, and ſkims along the brook. 

The daw to ſteeple- top up-ſprings, 
And the rook ſpreads his ventilating wings, 
| | The feather'd tribe, on ev'ry ſpray, 
Chant lively carols to the vernal day. 
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Each length'ning morn's diurnal light 
Beams. freſher beauties on the raptur- d light, 
| The leaves hang cluſt ring on the trees, 
And Health comes riding on the tepid breeze. 
Where ler the godileſs fans her way, 
Creation foels her univerſal fray. 
The garden, moiſt with April ſhow'rs, 
Teems with a family of laughing flow'rs. 
Not ev'n a ray, or drop of rain, 
But what impregnates, or that ſhines in vain, 
Yet tho' the bounteous hand of Hart 
All-good, this liberality has giv'n, 
Beyond our wiſhes amply kind, 
Ingratitude ſtill ſtains the human mind. 
Man ſees, around, celeſtial pow'r, 
And thankleſs taſtes the bleſſings of each hour, 


He 
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Hie reaps the produce of the plains, 
And meanly thinks it tribute for his pains, 
Fond wretch l the ſordid thought forbear, 
Nor to thy narrow ſelf confine thy care; 
For know, the Deity, who gives to-day, 
To-night may blaſt thy crops, and ſnatch thy ſoul away. 
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WRITTEN IN SUMMER, 


H AIL Goddeſs of the ſilver ſtar, 
Whoſe twinkling orb gives ſignal of the Gay ; 
Oh! queen of light, whoſe virgin ray 

The Sun ſalutes in his celeſtial car; 
Whoſe active heat melts ev'ry cloud 
That would thy dawn of glory ſhroud, 

And ſtain the luſtre of thy laughing eye, | 
While beneath thy = "—— 


Dimple- 
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Dimple-check'd Health with roſy feature glows, 
Thro' lowing paſtures on ſhe goes, 
Wearing the milkmaid's ruddy grace, 

Eaſe in her tripping ſtep, and pleaſure in her face, 
Fore-runner of the day's bright reign, 

And giver of unſpeakable delight! 

How Nature triumphs at thy fight, 

And looks thankſgiving thro” her large domain: 


At thy approach, the conſcious trees 
| Bend humbly to the tepid breeze, 
And ev'ry flow'r a freſher brightneſs wears. 
Labour to the field repairs, 


Where buxom Ceres waits him with a ſmile, - 


Whiſtling he croſſes ev'ry ſtile, 
Or chants ſome love-lorn ditty's air, f 
With which he means to charm, and win his fav rite fair. 


Oh! 
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Oh! ſov'reign of the ſpicy gale, 
of odours pure, and ſalutary dews, 
Oft as thy ſtar its beam renews, 
Thy vi'let breath entranc'd let me inhale : 
Give me to range thy wholeſome hills, 
| Thy vallies waſh'd with cryftal rills, 
And verdant lawns, where many a wild flow'r grows, 
There while Zephyr ſoftly blows, 
Let me indulge the heav'n- devoted thought, 
And render praiſes, as I ought, 
To him whoſe pow'r and loye divine 
Call'd thee from total void, 2 Ady beauty ſhine, 
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Tu OU tranquil daughter of the Day ! 
On whoſe fair face autumnal Zephyrs play ; 

Oer whoſe ſerene unclouded eye 
Sol ſheds the mildeſt luſtre of the ſky. 

Thee, undiſturb'd, oh ! let me hail, 
And tread the carpet of thy verdant vide 

Near . with bonnet wheaten-bound, 7 
Sits Ceres liſt' ning to the ſheep-bell's ſound; 

Or let me woo thee by the ſtream 
Odliquely gilded by the weſtern beam, 
3 While 
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While flies and gnats unnumber'd throng, 
And faintly murmur no unpleaſing ſong. 
Now, to enjoy the ſilent hour, 
The lark deſcends from his aerial tow'r; 
Apollo is reclin'd to reſt 
Upon the down of Amphitrite's breaſt ; 

The bird, who loves the coming night, 
Hoots querulous, and flaps his wing for flight; 
With wheeling plume the bat flits by, 

And mocks th' imperfe& motion of the eye; 
The buzzing chafer here and there 

Spreads his gauze wing, and ſpins along the air: | / 
But dark-ey'd night (ſo Heav'n ordains) 

Comes nodding on, and blackens all the plains. 
The pleaſing ſcenes, which Nature drew, 

Are clouded o'er, and vaniſh'd from the view. 


L | The 
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The ſplendid Morn, -the Noon of Day, 
And all the ſhades of Ev'ning are mri 

But ſoon the ſplendid Morn again 
Shall radiate all the firmamental plain, 

And ſoon the Sun's meridian ray, 
Zenith'd on high, ſhall give us back the Day 

And Ew'ning ! thou, with aſpect bland, 
halt pour thy length ' ning ſhadow o'er the land. 
Such is thy pictur d life, oh man 

Which daily dies, and fades as it began. 

Thy infant Morn ſhall fink away, 
4 hy Noon of youth, and Ey'ning age, decay. 

Then Death ſhall wrap thee in his urn, 
For duſt thou wert, and ſhale to duſt return, 
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O yon black cloud, behold Aquarizs ſtand, 
Poiſing an ample urn in either hand ! 
The load he fways, then ſwiftly pours 
In cataracts the deluge down; 
The rough wind howls diſcordant with the ſhowr's, 
And Nature knits each feature to a frown. 


- 


The dripping poultry ſeck the cloſeſt ſheds, 
Tus penſive warblers droop their little heads: 
L 2 | Nor 
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Nor without cauſe, No gilding ray 
Breaks thro? the foggy veil of air; 
But all is pictureſque of blank diſmay, 
Engend' ring ſpirits of extreme deſpair. 
Is this th unpleaſing foretaſte of the year ? 
And does the firſt month meet me with a tear ? 
And ſhall not better days enſue, |. 
The ſoul to cheriſh and ſuſtain? 
Shall no bright proſpect lengthen to the view, 
No river ſmile, no landſcape charm again ? - 


Lo! fly the clouds: the ſun renews his ray, 
Aquarius adds a luſtre to the day: 
To globes of ice each freezing urn 
Transforms : the crown, which late he wore 
Surcharg'd with wet, condenſes in its turn, 


And looks a ſubſtance of ſelf-poliſh'd ore. 
| 7 Now | 
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Now round the board, my friends!] in concert join, 
Ani drown deſpair in copious floods of wine, 

| Vulcan! ſit down and blow the fire, 

And Bacchus, thou my butler be: 
Approach, my Genius! fill the goblet higher, 
P11 have no other Ganymede but thee, 


THE 


1 A x 
VI.. 
3 is the morning, the lark leaves his neſt, 
And ſings a ſalute to the dawn. 
The ſun with his ſplendor illumines the Eaſt, 
And brightens the dew on the lawn. 
Whilſt the ſons of debauch to ee give way, 
And ſlumber the prime of their hours, 
Let us, my dear Stella ! the garden ſurvey, 
And make our remarks on the flow'rs. 


The gay gaudy tulip obſerve as you walk, 
How flaunting the gloſs of its veſt ! 
How proud ] and how ſtately it ſtands on its ſtalk, 
In beauty's diverſity dreſt ! 


From the roſe, the carnation, the pink and the clove, 


What odours delightfully ſpring |! 
The South wafts a richer. perfume to the grove, 


As he bruſhes the leaves with- his wing. 
7 A part 
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Apart from the reſt, in her purple array, 

The violet humbly retreat 
In modeſt concealment ſhe peeps on the day, 

Yet none can excel her in ſweets: 
So humble, that, tho' while waged grace 

She might een a palace adorn, 
She oft in the hedge. hides her innocent face, 

And grows at the foot of the thorn, 


 S$0 Beauty, my fair one! is doubly refin'd, 
When Modeſty heightens her charms, 
When Meekneſs, like thine, adds a gem to her mind, 
Wos long to be lock'd in her arms. p' 
Tho' Venus herſelf, from her throne ſhould deſcend, 
And the Graces await at her call, | 
To thee the gay world would with preference bend, 
And hail thee the L le of all. 
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6 * IS not a lip or eye we beauty call, 

| But the joint force, and full reſult of all.” 
Thus ſung dan Pope—and ſurely due regard 

Muſt &er accompany ſo ſweet a bard. 

What he hath ſaid, and none hath yet deny'd, 

To thee, O Donnington ! may be apply'd. 

But could the Poet from the tomb ariſe, 

And on this rural Eden feaſt his eyes, 

Could he for once behold this ſylvan ſcene, 

Each walk umbrageous, and each view ſerene, 

Ln ns | O'er 
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O'er ev'ry lawn, through ev'ry valley range, 
His mind the Poet certainly would change, 


And own, that Beauty, free from all control, 


Reign'd here in parts, diveſted from the whole. 


Then Donnington, in his immortal lays, - 

As firſt in merit, would be firſt in praiſe. 

Her 3 ſhades his poliſh'd verſe would grace, 
And Windſor mourn to hold a ſecond place. 

But much I fear the taſk would be.too hard, 

Tho' ſmoothly labour'd by ſo ſmooth a bard; 

For when the picture he had vainly thought, 
Throughout the whole, with rare perfection wrought, 
Nature and HunTiNGDoON amidſt theſe views 


Would ſhew ſome latent charm, and triumph o'er the muſe. 
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I Do not now, as erſt, invoke the Muſe, 

Who from the Aonian mount, or ſacred ſpring 
Of Caftaly, aided the ſoaring bard, 
Sage Meleſigenes ; nor her, who ſince 
Bore our great Milton with advent'rous wing 
Beyond the viſible diurnal ſphere ; 
But great Sartoria, croſs-legg'd Goddeſs, thee, 
And thee alone, I ſupplicate. Do thou 
(Whether in Gallic palaces, where pomp 
Eternal empire holds, thou reign'ſt ſuperb, 
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Or on the banks of gently-murm'ring Thames, 
Supreme of rivers, haſt thy fragrant ſeat) 
Affiſt my numbers, and my ſpirits raiſe 
Quick to the height of this great argument, 
Unequal elſe and weak, Thoy from the firſt 
Haſt been, thou art, and to the end ſhalt be 
Invok'd, on like occaſion, of the clan 


Hight Sartors, num'rous vermin-breeding race. 


Tutelar Queen]! Now, now, I feel thy force 


_ Elaſtic ſwelling in my veins, My foul, - 


Tow'ring in airy car, looks down on earth, 
And earthly things, with ſcorn, ſeeking a name, 


A deathleſs name, and meditates to ſing 


Wars yet untouch'd, high matter in high verſe: 
The Wars of Porx and PzpicuLvs, 


High on his ſhop- board in exalted ſtate 
Pre- eminent ſat Buctram, full of thought, 


And 
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And wan with care, Upon his faded brow, 
Entrench'd with many a frown, -pale Diſcontent 
Hung lowring. Inward anguiſh tore his ſoul 
And deep deſpair. Thrice he eſſay d to ſpeak, 
And thrice his words fell inward, unpronounc'd, 
Within the regions of his briſtly hair, 

Foreſt well tenanted, enwrapt in heap 

Of fcurly dardrin, ſage Pediculus, 

Againſt the cabbaging fraternity 

Inveterate, lay lurking : ſmall but proud, 

Nor deigning to inhabit other ſeat 

Than the imperial Capitol. Long there 

Had he poſſeſs'd a ſafe untroubled ſeat, - 
Unrivall'd, undiſturb'd: but at the touch 

Of finger, back retiring, fled amaz'd, 

The fatal teeth of ivory or horn 

Sore dreading ; nor did freezing terror leave 


- 


His 
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His ſtagnate veins, till, on the ſpinal bone 

| Seated triumphant, his heart ſwells with pride, 
And glories in his flight prudential—Flight, 
Which oft when reaſon prompts, when danger bids, 


Brings greater glory than victorious arms. 


Here, credulouſly ſafe, ſecure of harm, 
As meaning none, the affrighted wretch recalls 
His diſſipated ſpirits, and exults, 
Viewing the country round; collected then, 
He bn all thoughts of fear, as always prompt 
To plunge into the buckſkin, yawning wide, | 
Not for ſuch habitant, but fit prepar'd 
For ſuperfluity of cloth and ſilk, 


Liv'd in theſe ſhades a lawleſs race of Fleas, 
Blood-thirſty, 'riotous, by nature arm'd 
With 
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With glitt'ring ſeales, bold in attack, and ſwift 
As modern gen'ral in #wiſe retreat, 


| Whilſt in theſe ſhades the ſcarce recover'd wretch 
Rov'd harmleſs, forth the daring champions ruſh, 
| Inhoſpitable crew, the ſtranger deeming | 

Or enemy profeſs'd, or ſpy conceal'd, 
And of their puiſſance vain an eaſy prey 
Miſ-judging. He, defenceleſs and alone, 
The united ſhock ſuſtain'd, and, in himſelf 
Collected, turn'd the terror on his foes. 

Fir'd with reſentment, and vindictive rage, 

He gives a looſe to death ; vaſt heaps of flain 
Around him fall, and o'er vaſt heaps of ſlain 
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He urges on reſiſtleſs, hanging o'er, 
With blood-diftained claws, the daſtard necks 
Of flying foes. They now their raſh attempt 
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Too 
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Too late repent, and in their wonted haunts | 
Seek peace, ſeek ſafety, from the avenging wrath 


Of foe implacable : but in their haunts 
Nor peace nor ſafety find. The avenging foe 
Ev'n there purſues, and in their dens deſtroys, | 


Thus, when an eager band of treachers vile, 
Preſuming on their numbers, dare attack 
Some fingle chieftain, great in deeds of arms, 
Fam'd in romance, Cyrus, or Artaban, 
Or Oroondates ; with deſerv'd contempt, 
Conſcious of, innate virtue, he receives 
Their weak eſſay, and his high brandiſh'd ſword, 
Sure inſtrument of death, unerring falls 
Swift as a whirheind on their craven creſts, 
Pale Fear prevails, and univerſal rout, 
With gen'ral horror, and confufed cry 


Ot 
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Of dying Fleas; which as their monarch heard, 
Dauntleſs he iſſued forth, the cauſe to learn 
And to redreſs. Upon his awful front 

Pale anger fat, and overweening pride 
Contemptuous lowr d. Vain of his boaſted ſtrength, 
And vaunting in his might, full oft approv'd 

In perils imminent, and hardy deeds 

Of chivalry, for battle he prepar'd, 

Breathing defiance. From his eyes ſtern rage 
Indignant flaſn'd. Him with leſs rage, but not 
Leſs courage, and ſuperior {kill, engag d 

His oppoſite, determin'd, . Never met, 

In interchange of gallant hardiment, 

Knights better match'&—Pulex, in flow'rof youth, 
And prime of vigour, thirſting for renown, 
Bold, but unwary: his antagoniſt, - _ 
Better'd by age, an hardy veteran, 


Valiant, 
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Valiant, and to his'yalour temperate ; 

By long experience tutor'd ; in reſolves 

As wiſely low, as bold in execution, 

And ſack they met in arms. Vaſt throngs of fleas 
Arranged karl, wav'rng in hope and fer 
And doubtful of th? eyent, With equal chance 
Long fought they; and the ſcales of victory, 
Equally pois d, hung dubious. Now with ſhouts 
The glad ſpeQators greet their valiant king, 
Superior deem d. Him, neither ſtrength, nor (kill 
Superior render d, but blind chance, gainſt which 
The greateſt puiſſance fights with vain aſſay : 

For, whilſt the ſtranger knight, prepar'd to end 

At one decifive blow the combat fell, 

And, meditating death, collects his ſtrength 
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In one vaſt ſtroke, his watehfyl enemy 
Great Pulex leaps aſide, addon the ſormz 
And the whole blow is ſpent. upon the air. 
The eluded warrior, tus betray d, 
Fell proſtrate. Him the bang foe with taunts 
And menaces purſues—Diſcourtely | 
| Unworthy warlike knight! But all too ſoon 
With bontzjous virtue fi- d, and noble ſhame, 
With memory of paſt erploits, Mis high 
Renown. and glory ſully'd, and his name 
For ever loſt, unleſs eftſoons retriev d, 
( Pediculus erſt yanquiſh'd) thought andle;;: 1 
Unbounded paſſion and exceeding wrath : 
Inflam'd his eyes, and ith redoubled frength 
Precipitate he drove the breathleſs king, 
Weak and deſpaijing; thro' the pathleſs woods, 
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Who warr'd not now oo honour, but for life. 

In vain—his foe with cage adviſement ſeiz'd 

Him trembling and a and with wound 
Fatal and ſure tranſpierc'd his breaſt, The king 
Indignant fell; and with a groan expir'd. 

Thus, whom the Fleas but now had vi or judg'd, 
And triumph'd in the thought (of fickle war- 
Difaſtrous turn) fallen and dead they oy 
Mangled and torn by an inſulting foe; | 

They ſee; and fly—high time for Aight, when he; 
The braveſt of all F leas that liv'd on earth, 

Lay on the ground, « trunk inanimate, 
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This gen'ral hubbub, and confus d uproar 
Of battle and of flight, from penſive mood 
M 2 3 Great 
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Great Buckram rous d, on ſome high charge intent, 
And mutely fix'd in cogitation deep; | 

Or pond'ring with himſelf, what arts might beſt 
Conceal deformity ; what {kill reform, 

And mend the errors of dame Nature's hand : 

Or how with likelieſt hope he might purſue 

Debts long deſpair'd, patricianz by what quirks 
(In ſuch caſe juſt) might gain his right, and arm 
Unwilling juſtice againſt thoſe, who plead = 

A privilege to cheat, by birthright knaves, 

Or this, or like to this, employ'd the thoughts 
Of Buckram fad, aud from theſe thoughts arrous'd 
His ready hand, dread inſtrument of fate, 

To know the cauſe of this confuſion wild, 
And inſurreQion loud—and te inflift 
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Due vengeance on the author; thus he ſpoke, 
Loud-menacing : * Back-biting race ! ſays he, 
« Rebellious crew ! no more ſhall ye reſide 
ce In eaſy liberty, and thro? theſe ſhades 
* Unqueſtion'd rove, ſince, therewith not content, 
« Ye penetrate illicit feats; and dare 
«© Thus haughtily inſult the citadel, 
« Sacred to ſafety, galligaſtins hight, 
„ Jnhabited by inguinalian race, 
64 A race averſe to war Have I for this, 
* Ungrateful wretches, fed ye with my blood, 
«© Diviſtons to create, and ſtrife ferment ? 
<« But long ye ſhall not ſo-—-with potent hand 
<« Your pride I'Il tame, and from my ſhades expel 
„Such abje& bands, to wander on the earth, 


A crew inglorious, outcaſt, and deſpis'd.” 


Thus 
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8 Thus Buctram ſpake, (unweeting whence the cauſe 
Of chis rude uproar) and, with cunning hand 
And ſtrong, the victor feiz'd, who nought deſerv'd 
Or dreamt of hatin, his mighty foe ſubdu'd, 

And all his ſubjects in confuſion fled, 

Him Buckram ſeiz'd; nought now avail'd his ſtrength, 
Nought now avail'd his art, to counterpoiſe 

The ſtrength and ſkill of his incenſed foe, 
Unequal. Thus, when chanticleer, with voice 
Piercing and ſhrill, and loud applauſe of wings, 
Proclaims his triumph o'er ſome haughty foe, 
Deem'd his compeer, and o'er the dunghill ſtruts, 
Supreme and eminent ; him from on high 

Deſcries the tow'ring faulcon, and with flight 
Infidious, failing round and round 11 te; 


| (Oc- 
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(Occaſion ſpy'd) with unexpected ſwoop 
Seizes and bears away, weak with late fight, 
In vãin reluctant thro' the wide expanſe. 
Thus falls by fraud ſtout chanticleer, and thus 
Fell great Pediculus. Him Buctram held 
Captive, than faulcon fiercer and more fell. 
<< Ceaſe, ſays Sartoria's offspring; ceaſe, fond wretch, 
« By vain attempts, of ſubtilty or ſtrength, © 
« To hope eſcape and life; death thou haſt deſery'd, 
And certain death ſhall be thy puniſhment.” 
He ſaid, nor deigning farther ſpeech, forth drew 
Capacious urn, which thro' misfortune mourn'd 
Loſs of one ear; the outſide with colour ſhone 
Cærulean, to the brim with liquid brine 
Replete. Into this vaſt abyſs, the flood 

Of 
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Of death, noiſome and foul, Sartoria's ſon, 
To mercy deaf, the ſupplicating Louſe 
Flung fierce, and whilſt he flung, Curl, briny flood, 
Thy ſaffron wave,” ſaid he. The briny flood 
Obedient roſe, and curl'd her ſaffron wave 
Indignant, and high over-arch'd ingulph'd 
The trembling wretch, So, when in hot purſuit 
The valiant ſon of Peleus (to compare 
Great things with ſmall) ſlaughter'd the Trojan hoſt 
In Simois' flood, Simois, partial god, 
Aroſe, and with tumultuous billows arm'd 
Had overborne him (nought his ſtrength avail'd, 
Or courage) had not Vulcan interpos'd | 
And fav'd the ſinking chief, Him Vulkan fav'd ; 
But to our hero's ſuff rings and diſtreſs - - 

The 
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The Gods were deaf, nor Heav'n would interpoſe : 
Yet in this peril, fad extremity, - | 

He, from extremity receiving firength, 

Strove thro? the flood, and on the veſſel's brim 
Crawl'd ſilent, greatly glorying to have 'ſcap'd 
The deadly brine. And now kind flatt'rer, Hope, 
With gentle dawn of joy aſſures eſcape. 

Aſſurance vain ! Buckram from firſt to laſt: 
Diſcern'd him, ſeeming not, and with a ſmile -_. 
Mingled with rage, half ſmile, half frown, . In vain 
« You ſtruggle, fimple fool; vain are your hopes 
Of *ſcaping death again. Once 'ſcap'd, your life 
< Is forfeit to my rage; and be aſſur'd the forfeit 

« You ſhall pay. Should Mercy ſmile, 

And prompt to fave thee, yet deſire of fame, 

| « And 
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« And a new title purchas'd by thy death, 


« Of which my eager ſoul conceives warm hopes, 
« Will ſtifle merey; therefore thou ſhalt die, 


cc Glory determines it.“ He ſaid, and ſeiz d 
With hand relentleſs the half- dead wretch (of chance 
Example ſad) and on his deadly nail, 

His broad thumb nail, extended him, of hope 
Devoid, for death prepar'd, not ſuppliant now, 
But dauntleſs and reſoly'd. With fatal cruſh 
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Twixt nails conjoin'd, Sartoria's cruel fon 
Preft his ill-fated captive, who, convuls'd 
With agonizing pain, rolbd his wild eyes, 
And with a dreadful crack indignant left 
The face of day, and ſought the ſhades below. 
Not more reluctant fled the realm of light 
Thy 
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Th' unhappy Turnus, when Anchiſes ſon, 

Rous'd into wrath at fight of Palla belt, 

Diſaſtrous badge ! transfix'd him to the earth, 

« And the diſdainful ſoul came ruſhing thro' the 
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